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| THEODOSIUS: 


} OR, 
The Force of Love: 


A 


TRAGEDY. 


ACTED 


By their Royal Highneſs's Servants, 
at the DuxEe's Theatre. 


— * — — 


4 By NATHANAEL LEE, Gent. 
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Nec minus periculum ex magna fama quam ex mala. 
Tacir. 
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3 


To her Grace the 


Ducheſs of RICHMOND. 


MAD A M, 

HE Reputation that this PLAY re- 
- ceived on the Stage, ſome few Errors 
excepted, was more than I could well 
hope from ſo cenſorious an Age, from 
© whom I aſk but ſo much neceſſary 
Praiſe, as will ſerve once, or twice a Year at moiſt, 
— gain their good Company, and juſt keep me 

ive. 


There is not now that Mankind that was then, 

Ii hen as the Sun, and Man, did ſcem to flrive 

( Foint-Tenants of the TVorld) who ſhould ſurvive : 
Il hen, if a flow-pac'd Star had ftsPn away, 
From the Obſerver's marking, he might lay 

Two or three hundred Years to ſee't again, 


And then make up his Obſervation plain, Dr. Donn. 


For *tis impoſſible in our limited Time (and 1 
bring his Opinion to back my own, who is with- 
out Compariſon the beſt Writer of the Age) to 
preſent our Judges a Poem half ſo perfect as we 

Oh A 3 could 


6 The Epiſtle Dedicatory. 

could make it. I muſt. acknowledge, Madam, 
with all Humility, I ought to have taken mote 
Time, and more Pains, in this Tragedy, becauſe it 
is dedicated to Your Grace, who, being the beſt 
Judge, (and therefore can, when You pleaſe, 
make us tremble) yet with exceeding Mercy have 
pardon'd the Defects of Theodoſius, and given it 


Your intire Approbation. My Genius, Madam, 


was Your Favourite, when the Poet was unknown ; 
and openly receiv'd Your Smiles, before I had the 
Honour to pay Your Grace the moiſt ſubmiſſive 
Gratitude for fo illuſtrious and advantageous a Pro- 
tection, To let the World, too, know, that You 
do not think it beneath You to be officiouſly 
Good ; even from extremeſt Heights, to diſcern 
the loweſt Creatures, and give them all the nobleſt 
Influence You can; You brought Her Royal 
Highneſs juſt at the exigent Time, whoſe ſingle 
Preſence, on the Poet's ; 92 is a Subſiſtence for 
him all the Year after. Ah, MHadam, if all the 
ſhort-liv'd Happineſs, that miſerable Poets can en- 
joy, conſiſt in Commendation only; nay, if the 
moſt Part are content with popular Breath, and 
even for that are thankful; How ſhatl I expreſs 
myſclf to Your Grace, who by a particular Good- 
neſs, and innate Sweetneſs, merely for the ſake of 
doing well, have thus rais'd me above myſelf ? To 
have Your Grac:'s Favour, is, in a word, to have 
the Applauſe of the whole Court, who are its 
nobleit Ornament; magnificent and eternal Praiſe. 
Something there is ia Your Mien, ſo much above 
that we vulgarly call Charming, that, to me, it 
' ſeems Adorable, and Your Preſence almoſt Divine, 
whoſe dazling and majeſtic Form is a proper Man- 
ſion for the moſt elevated Soul. And let me tell 


the World, nay, fighing, ſpeak it to a barbarous 
| Age, 
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4 The Epiſtle Dedicatory. 7 
Age, (I cannot help calling it ſo, when I think 
of Rome and Greece) Your extraordinary Love for 


Heroic Poetry is not the leaſt Argument to ſhew 


the Greatneſs of Your Mind, and Fulneſs of Per- 
fection. To hear You ſpeak with that infinite 


4 Sweetneſs and Chearfulneſs of Spirit, that is natu- 


ral to Your Grace, is, methinks, to hear our tutelar 
Angels: Tis to bemoan the preſent malicious 


'©Z Times, and remember the Golden Age. But, to 


” behold You too, is to make Prophets quite forget 
their Heaven, and bind the Poets with etcrnal 


Rapture. 


Her pure and eloguent Blood 

Spoke in her Cheeks, and jo diftintly wrought, 
That one might alms/t ſay, her Bedy thought. 

You, for whoſe Body God made better Clay, 

Or took Souts Stuff, ſuch as ſhall late decay, 


Or ſuch as need ſmali Change at the laſt Day. 
Dr. Donn. 


Ziphares and Semandra were firſt Your Grace's 
Favourites: And, tho' I ought not, Madam, to 
praiſe Your Wit by Your Judgment of my Paint- 
ing, yet I muſt ſay, Such Characters every Dauber 
cannot draw. It has been obſerved againſt me, 
| That I abound in ungovern'd Fancy; but, I hope, 
the World will pardon the Sallies of Youth : Age, 
Deſpondence, and Dulnefs, come too faſt of them- 
ſelves. I diſcommend no Man for keeping the 

beaten Road; but I am ſure the noble Hunters, 
that follow the Game, muſt leap Hedges and 
Ditches ſometimes, and run at all, or never come 
into the Fall of the Quarry. My Comfort is, I 
cannot be ſo ridiculous a Creature to any Man, as 
I am to myſelf: For who ſhould know the Houſe 

vey. 1 A4 ſo 
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8 Phe Epiſtle Dedicatory. 
ſo well as the Good Man at home? who, when 
his Neighbours come to ſee him, ſtill ſets the beſt 
Rooms to view; and, if he be not a wilful Aſs, 
keeps the Rubbiſh and Lumber in ſome dark Hole, 
whither nobody comes but himſelf, to mortify at 
melancholy Hours. But how then, Madam, in 
this unſuitable Condition, how ſhall I anſwer the 
infinite Honours and Obligations Your Grace has 
laid upon me ? Your Grace, who is the moſt beau- 
tiful Idea of Love and Glory ; who, to that Di- 
vine Compoſition, have the nobleſt and beſt natur'd 
Wit in the World. All I can promiſe, Madam, 


and be able to perform, is, that Your Grace ſhall 
never ſee a Play of mine, that ſhall give Offence - 


to Modeſty and Virtue; and what I humbly offer 
to the World, ſhall be of Uſe at leaſt, and, I hope, 
deſcrve Imitation; which is, or ought to be, I am 
ſure, the Deſign of all Tragedies and Comedies both 
antient and modern. I ſhould preſume to promiſe 
myſelf, too, ſome Succeſs in things of this Nature, 
if your Grace, (in whom the Charms of Beauty, 
Wit, and Goodneſs, ſeem reconcil'd) at a leiſure 
Hour, would condeſcend to correct, with Your 


excellent Judgment, the Errors of, 
MADAM, 
rar GRACE's moſt Humble, 
moſt Obedient, 


and Devoted Servant, 


Nat. Lee. 
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1 77 IT, long oppreſi d, and fill d at laſt with Rage, 


Thus, in à ſullen Mood, rebukes the Age: 

What Loads of Fame do modern Heroes bear, 
For an inglorious, long, and lazy War ! 
Who for ſome Skirmiſh, or a ſafe Retreat, 
{ Not to be dragg d to Battle] are call'd Great. 
But, oh ! what do ambitious Statefmen gain, 
Who into private Cheſts whole Nations drain? 
What Sums of Gold they hoard, is daily known, 
To all Mens Coft, and ſometimes to their oaun. 
Your Lawyer too, that like an Oles bawl:, 
That drowns the Market-Higher in the Stalls, 
That ſeem begot, conceiv'd, and born in Brawwls, 
Yet thrives : He and his Crowd get what they pleaſe, 
Savarming all Term-time thro the Strand like Bees, 
They buz at Weſtminſter, and /ye for Fees. 
The Godly too their ways of Getting have ; 
But none ſo mach as your fanatic Knawe : 
Wiſely the wealthieſt Livings they refuſe, 
Who by the fatieſt Biſhopricks would boſe ; 
IV ho with ſhort Hair, large Ears, and ſmall blue Band, 
True Rogues] their own, not God's Ele, command. 
Let Pigs, then, be prophane ; but Broth's allaau d; 
Pofſets, and Chriſtian Caudles, may be good 
Meet-helps, to reinforce a Brother's Blood : 
Therefore each Female Saint he doth adviſe, \ 
Wl ith Groans, and Hums, and Ha's, and goggling Eyes, 
Yo rub him down, and make the Spirit riſe; 
1 hile wwith his Zeal, tranſported from the Ground, 
He miunts, am ſan#ifies the Siſters ronnd. | 


5 5 Un 
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j On Poets only no kind Star &er ſmil d: 
| Curſt Fate has danin'd em, ev'ry Mother's Child: 
Therefore he <varns his Brothers of the Stage, 
| To avrite no more for an ungrateful Age. 

Think what penurious Maſters you have ferv'd ; 
Taſſo ran mad, and noble Spenſer far d. 
Turn then, whoeer thou art, thou canſt write well, 
Thy Ink to Gall, and in Lampoons excel: 43 
Forſwear all Hoxefly, traduce the Great, 

Grow impudent, and rail againſt the State; 

| Burſting <vith Spleen, abroad thy Paſquils fend, 
ll And chooſe ſome Libel-ſpreader for thy Friend : 

The Wit and Want of Timon point thy Mind, 

And for thy Satire-ſubjeet chooſe Mankind. 
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＋ Hrice happy they, that never writ before ! 
Hoa pleas'd and bold they quit the ſafer Shore! 

Like ſome new Captain of the City Bands, 

That, with big Locks, in Finſbury commands : 
Sæbell d with huge Ale, he cries, Beat, beat a Drum + 
Pox the French King! Ud;-bud, let him come: 
Give me ten thouſand Red-coats, and allo! 

We'll firk his Crequi and his Conde too. 
Thus the young Scriblers Mankind's Senſe diſdain ; i 
For Ignorance is fure to make em wain : 
But, far from Vanity, or dang rous Pride, | 
Our cautious Poet courts you to his Side : 

For why ſhould you be ſcorn d, to whom are dus 
Al] the good Days that ever Authors knew ? 
Fever gay, tis you that make em fine: 

The Pit and Boxes make the Poet dine, 

And he ſcarce drinks but of the Critics Wine. 
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| L Old Writers ſpould not for Vain-glory flrive ; 
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But, like old Miftreſes, think how to thrive ; 

Be fond of ev'ry thing their Keepers ſay, 

At leaſt till they can live without a Play : 

Like one that knows the Trade, and has been bit; 
She dotes and fawns upon her wealthy Cit, 

And fears foe loues him, merely for his Wit. 
Another, more wntaught than a Walloon, 
Antick and ugly, like an old Baboon, 

She fewears, is an accompliſh'd Beau-garcon ; 

Turns with all Winds, and ſails with all Defires ; 
All Hearts in City, Town, and Court, foe fes; 
Young callogy Lords, lean Knights, and driv'ling & quires. 
She in ref:/ileſs Flatt'ry finds her Ends, 

Gives Thanks for Fools, and makes ye all her Friends. 
So ſhould wiſe Poets ſooth an aukward Age; 

For they are Profiitutes upon the Stage: 

To Hand on Points were foolſp and ill-bred, 

As for a Lady to be nice in Bed: 

Your Wills alone muſt their Performance meaſure, 
And you may turn em ev'ry way for Pleaſure, 


A 6 Dra- 


Dramatis Perſonæ. 


Theodoſius, Mr. Williams. 


Varanes, Mr. Betterton. 
Marcian, | Mr. Smith. 
Lucius, | Mr. Wiltfire. 
Atticos, Chief Prief, Mr. Bowman. 
Leontine, Mr. Leitherfull. 
Aranthes. 

Chorus. 
Pulcheria, 512 Mrs. Betterton. 
Athenais, Mrs. Barry. 
Marina. 
Flavilla, 
Juha. 
Delia. 


Attendants, Singers. 
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THEODOSIUS: 


O R, 


The Force of Love. 


ACT l. SCENE kl 


I . flateh Temple, which repreſents the Chriftian Religion, 


as in its firſt Magnificence ; being but lately eflablifh'd 
at Rome and Conſtantinople. The Side-fcenes fhrw 
the horrid Tortures, evith which the Roman Tyrants 
perſecuted the Church : And the flat Scene, which is the 
Limit of the Praſpect, diſcovers an Altar richly adorn'd ; 
before it Conſtantine, /uppos'd, kneels, with Command- 
ers about him, gaxing at a bloody Croſs in the Air; 
avhich, being encompaſs'd with many Angels, offers it- 
elf to View, with thoſe Words diſtinctiy written ; In 
hoc ſigno vinces. In/iruments are heard, and 
Attendants: The Miniflers at Divine Serwvice _ 
Bufily up and down, till Atticus the Chief of all the 
Prieſts, and Succeſſor of St. Chryſoſtom, in rich Robes, 
comes forward with the Philoſopher Leontine ; the 
Waiters in Ranks boxing all the Way before him. 


A Chorus heard at a diſtance. 


PRepare, prepare ! the Rites begin ; 
| Let none unhallow'd enter in! 
The Temple with new Glory ſhines: 

Aaorn the Altars, waſh the Shrines, 

And purge the Place from Sin. 


ATrTicvs. 
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For, when I laſt confeſs d the Emperor, 


14 THEODOSIUS; or 


ATT1CUus, 


Since the Celeſtial Incarnation dawn'd ? 
I think no Day, fince that, ſuch Glory 
gave 
To 2 Altars, as this Morning 
rings. 
Leont. Great Succeſſor of holy Chryſo/tom, 
Who now triumphs, above, a Saint of Honour 
Next, in Degree, to thoſe bright Sons of Heav'n, 
Who never fell, nor ſtain'd their orient Beams; 
What ſhall I anſwer ? How ſhall I approach you, 
Since my Converſion, which your Breath inſpir'd ? 
Attic. To ſee this Day, the Emp'ror of the Eaſt 
Leaves all the Pleaſures that the Earth can yield, 


That Nature can beſtow, or Art invent. 


In his Life's Spring, and Bloom of gaudy Years, 

To undergo. the Penance of a Cloiſter, 

Confin'd to narrow Rooms, and gloomy Walks, 
Faſtings, and Exerciſes of Devotion, 

Which from his Bed, at Midnight, muſt awake him ; 
Methinks, O Leontine ! is ſomething more 

Than yet Philoſophy could ever reach. 

Leont. True, Atticus; you have amaz'd my Reaſon. 

Attic. Yet more: To our Religion's laſting Honqur, 
Marina and Flavilla, two young Virgins, 
Imperial born, caft in the faireſt Mould 
That e er the Hands of Beauty form'd for Woman; 
The Mirrors of our Court, where Chaſtity 
And Innocence might copy ſpotleſs Luſtre ; 

To-day, with Theodofius, leave the World. 

Leont. Methinks, at fuch a glorious Reſignation, 
Th' Angelic Orders ſhould at once deſcend 
In all the Paint and Drapery of Heav'n, 
With charming Voices, and with lulling Strings, 
To give full Grace to ſuch triumphant Zeal. 

Attic. No, Leontine : I fear there is a Fault ; 


Whether 


ry 
ng 
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þ Whether Diſguſt, and melancholy Blood, 


From reſtleſs Paſſions urg'd not this Divorce ; 
He only anſwer'd me with Sighs and Bluſhes. 
"Tis ſure, his Soul is of the tend'reft Make; 
Therefore I'll tax him ſtrictly: But, my Friend, 
Why ſhould I give his Character to you, 
Who, when his Father ſent him into Pera, 
Were by that mighty Monarch then appointed 
To breed him with his Son, the Prince Faranes ? 
Leont. And what will raiſe your Admiration, is, 
That two ſuch diff rent Tempers ſhould agree. 
You know that Theodofins is compos'd 
Of all the Softneſs that ſhould make a Woman : 
Judgment, almoſt like Fear, foreruns his Actions; 
And he will poiſe an Injury ſo long, 
As if he had rather pardon than revenge it. 
But the young Perfian Prince, quite oppoſite, 
So fiery fierce, that thoſe who view him nearly, 
May ſee his haughty Soul ſtill mounting in his Face: 
Yet did I ſtudy theſe ſo diff rent Tempers, 
Till I at laſt had form'd a perfect Union, 
As if two Souls did but inform one Body : 
A Friendſhip that may challenge all the World, 
And, at the Proof, be matchleſs ! 
Attic. I long to read 
This gallant Prince, who, as you have inform'd me, 
Comes from his Father's Court to ſee our Emp'ror. 
Leont. So he intended, till he came to Athens, 
And at my homely Board beheld my Daughter ; 
Where, as Fate order'd, ſhe who never ſaw 
The Glories of a Court, bred up to Books 
In Cloſets, like a Sibyl ; ſhe, I ſay, 
Long ſince from Perſia brought by me to Athens, 
Unſ{kill'd in Charms, but thoſe which Nature gave her, 
Wounded this ſcornful Prince: In ſhort, he forc'd me 
To wait him thither, with deep Proteſtations, 
That Moment that bereft him of the Sight 
Of Athenais, gave him certain Death. 
But ſee, my Daughter, honour'd with his Preſence. 


Enter 


16 THEODOSIUS; or 
| +> Pics Varanes and Athenais. 


Vara. Tis ftrange ! O Athenazs ! wondrous all! 
Wondrous: the Shrines, and wonderful the Altars! 
The Martyrs, though but drawn in painted Flames, 
Amaze me with the Image of their Suff rings: 
Saints canoniz'd, that dard with Roman Tyrants: 
Hermits that liv'd in Caves, and fed with Angels; 
By Oreſmades ] it is wondrous all. 

That bloody Croſs, in yonder azure Sky, 
Above the Head of kneeling Conftantine ; 
Inſcrib'd about with Golden Characters, 

Thou ſhalt oercome in this: If it be true, 

I ſay again, by Heav'n, tis wondrous ſtrange. 

Athen. O Prince, if thus Imagination ſtirs you, 
A Fancy rais'd from Figures in dead Walls, 

How would the ſacred Breath of Atticus 

Inſpire your Breaſt, purge all your Droſs away, 
And drive this Aubenais from your Soul, 

To make a Virgin room, whom yet the Mould 
Of your rude Fancy cannot comprehend ! 

Vara. What ſays my Fair? Drive Athenais from me! 
Start me not into Phrenſy, left I rail 
At all Religion, and fall out with Heav'n : 


And what is ſhe, alas! that ſhould ſupplant thee ? 


Were ſhe the Miſtreſs of the World, as fair 
As Winter Stars, or Summer ſetting Suns, 
And thou ſet by in Nature's plaineſt Dreſs, 
With that chaſte modeſt Look, when firſt I ſaw thee ? 
The Heireſs of a poor Philoſopher; |[ Recorders ready 
1 ſwear, by all I wiſh, by all I love, to flouriſh. 
Glory and thee, I would not loſe a Thought, 
Nor caſt an Eye that Way, but ruſh to thee, 
To theſe lov'd Arms, and loſe myſelf for ever. 

Athen. Forbear, my Lord. 

Vara. O cruel Athenais / 
Why doſt thou put me off, who pine to Death? 
And thruſt me from thee, when I would approach thee ? 
Can there be aught in this? Curſe then thy Birth-right, 
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Thy glorious Titles, and ill-ſuited Greatneſs, 
Since Athenatis ſcorns thee : Take again 


our ill-tim'd Honours : take 'em, take 'em, Gods | 


And change me to ſome humble Villager, 
If ſo at laſt, for Toils at ſcorching Noon, 


In mowing Meadows, or in reaping Fields, 
At Night ſhe will but crown me with a Smile, 


Pr reach the Bounty of her Hand to bleſs me. 


Athen. When Princes ſpeak, their Subjects ſhould be 
filent : 


Vet, with Humility, I would demand, 


Wherein appears my Scorn, or my Averſion? 
Have I not for your ſake abandon'd Home, 
Where I had vow'd to ſpend my calmer Days! 
But you, perhaps, imagine it but little 
For a poor Maid to follow you abroad, 
Eſpecially the Daughter of old Leontine ! 
Yet I muſt tell you, Prince | 
Vara. I cannot bear 

Thoſe Frowns : I have offended, but forgive me. 
For who, O Athenatis, that is toſs'd 
With ſuch tempeſtuous Tides of Love as I, 
Can ſteer a ſteddy Courſe ? Retire, my Fair: 

| [ Recorders flouriſh, 
Hark the Solemnities are now beginning, 
And Theodofius comes; Hide, hide thy Charms. 
If to his clouded Eyes ſuch Day ſhould break, 
The Royal Youth, who dotes to Death for Love, 
I fear, would forfeit all his Vows to Heav'n, 
And fix upon thy World, thy World of Beauty. [ Exeunt. 


Enter Theodoſius leading Marina and Flavilla, (all three 


dreſs d in white ) follow'd by Pulcheria. 


Theo. Farewel, Pulcheria! and, I pray, no more : 
For all thy kind Complaints are loſt upon me. 
Have I not ſworn, the World and I muſt part ? 
Fate has proclaim'd it ; Therefore weep no more ; 


} Wound not the tend'reſt Part of T heodoftus, 
My yielding Soul, that would expire in Calms ! 


Wound 
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Wound me not with thy Tears, and I will tell thee, 
Yet, ere I take my laſt Farewel for ever, 
The Cauſe of all my Suff rings: Oh, my Siſter ! 
A bleeding Heart, the Stings of pointed Love, 
What Conſtitution, ſoft as mine, can bear. 

Pulch. My Lord, my Emperor, my deareſt Brother, 
Why all this while did you conceal it from me:? 

Theo. Becauſe I was aſham'd to own my Weaknels : 
I knew thy ſharper Wit, and ſtricter Wiſdom, 
Would dart Reproofs, which I could not endure. 
Draw near, O Atticus; and mark me well: 
For never yet did my complaining Spirit 
Unlade this weighty Secret upon him, 
Nor groan a Syllable of her Oppreſſion. | 

Attic. Concealment was a Fault ; but ſpeak at large, 
Make bare the Wound, and I will pour in Balm. 

Theo. Tis Folly all, and Fondneſs Oh, Re- 

membrance ! | 

Why doft thou open thus my Wound again, 
And from my Heart call down thoſe warmer Drops 
That make me die with Shame? Hear then, Pu/cheria ! 
Some few preceding Days before I left 4 
The Perfian Court, hunting one Morning early, 75 
J loſt my ſelf, and all the Company, b 
Still wand' ring on, as Fortune would direct me: 
I paſt a Rivulet, and lighted in 
The ſweeteſt Solitude I ever ſaw ! 
When ſtrait, as if Inchantment had been there, 
Two charming Voices drew me, till I came, 1 
Where divers Arbours overlook'd the River. 0 
Upon the ofier Bank two Women fat, | ; 
Who, when their Song was ended, talk'd to one, 
Who, bathing, ſtood far in the cryſtal Stream. 
But, Oh f what Thought can paint that fair Perfection, 
Or give a Glympſe of ſuch a naked Glory ! 
Not Sea-born Venus, in the Courts beneath, 
When the green Nymphs firſt kiſs'd her coral Lips, 
All polilh d, fair, and waſh'd with orient Beauty, 
Could in my dazling Fancy match her Brightneſs. 

Attic. Think where you are. N 
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The Force of Love. 19 
Theo. Oh ! Sir, you maſt forgive me. 2M 


4 The chaſte enthuſiaſtic Form appears, 
As when I ſaw her; yet I ſwear, Pulcheria, 
Had cold Diana been a Looker on, 


She muſt have prais'd the Virtues of the You»: 
The Satyrs could not grin ; for ſhe was veil'd: 
Nothing immodeſt! From her naked Boſom 
Down to her Knees, the Nymph was wrapt in Lawn: 
But, Oh for me! for me, that was too much 
> Her Legs, her Arms, her Hands, her Neek, her Breaſts, 
So nicely ſhap'd, ſo matchleſs in their Luſtre; 
Such All-PerfeQtion, that I took whole Draughts 
Of killing Love, and ever ſince have languiſh'd 

With ling' ring Surfeits of her fatal Beauty 


Alas, too fatal, ſure! Oh, Atticus 


F orgive me; for my Story now is done: 


\ 
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| F The Nymph was dreſt, and with her two Companions, 


Having deſcry'd me, ſhriek'd, and fled away, 

Leaving me motionleſs, till Leontine, 

Th' Inftruftor of my Youth, by chance came in, 

And wak'd me from the Wonder that entranc'd me. 
Attic. Behold, my Lord, the Man whom you have 

nam'd, & 0d | 

The Harbinger of Prince Faranes, here. | 
Theo. Oh Leontine! ten thouſand Welcomes meet thee ? 

Thou Foſter-father of my tender Youth, 

Who rear'd the Plant, and prun'd it with ſuch Care ? 

How ſhall I look upon thee, who am fallen 

From all the Principles of manlier Reaſon, 

By thee infus'd, to more than Woman's Weakneſs ? 

Now, by the Majeſty Divine, that awes 

This ſacred Place, I ſwear you muſt not kneel : 

And tell me, for I have a thouſand things 

To aſk thee; Where, where is my Godlike Friend ? 

Is he arriv'd, and ſhall I ſee his Face, 

Before I'm cloiſter'd from the World for ever? 

Leont, He comes, my Lord, with all th'expeCting Joys 

Of a young promis'd Lover: From his Eyes 

Big Hopes look forth, and boiling Fancy forms 0 

Nothing 
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Nothing but Theodofius ſtill before him; 
His Thought, his ev'ry Word, is Theodofrus. 

Theo. Yet, Leontine, yet anſwer me once more : 
With Tremblings I demand thee. 
Say Haſt thou ſeen ? Oh! has that heav'nly Form 
Appear'd to thee again ? Behold, he's dumb : 
Proceed then to the ſolemn laſt Farewel ; 
Never was Man ſo willing and prepar d. 


Enter Varanes, Aranthes, Attendants. 


Vara. Where is my Friend? Oh, where is my belov'd, 


My Theodofrus.? Point him out, ye Gods, 

That I may preſs him dead betwixt my Arms; 
Devour him thus with over-haſty Joys, 

That languiſh at his Breaſt, quite out of Breath, 
And cannot utter more. | 

Theo. Thou mightieſt Pleaſure! 

And greateſt Bleſſing, that kind Heav'n could ſend, 
To glad my parting Soul ! a thouſand Welcomes ! . 
Oh-! when I look on thee, new Starts of Glory 
Spring in my Breaſt, and with a backward Bound 
I run the Race of luſty Youth again. 

Vara. By Heav'n it joys me too, when I remember. 
Our thouſand Paſtimes, when we borrow'd Names; 
Alcides I, and Thou my deareſt Theſeus; | 
When thro” the Woods we chas'd the foaming Boar, 
With Hounds that open'd like The/alian Bulls, 

Like Tigers flu'd, and ſanded as the Shore, 

With Ears, and Cheſts, that daſh'd the Morning Dew; 
Driv'n with the Sport, as Ships are toſt in Storms, 
We ran like Winds, and matchleſs was our Courſe : 
Now ſweeping o'er the Limit of a Hill ; 

Now with a full Career come thund'ring down 

The Precipice, and ſweat along the Vale. 


Theo. Oh, glorious Time ! and when the gath'ring 


. Clouds, | | 
Have call'd us home, ſay, Did we reſt, my Brother ? 
When on the Stage, to the admiring Court, 
We ſtrove to repreſent Alcides Fury, 


In 
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The Force f Louves. 2 
In all that raging Heat, and Pomp of Madneſss, 
With which the ſtately Seneca adorn'd him 
So lively drawn, and painted with ſuch Horror, 

That we were fore d to give it oer; ſo loud 
The Virgins ſhriek'd, ſo faſt they dy'd ray. NY, 

Vara. My T, heodoftus ſtill; tis my loud Brother ; 4 

And, by the Gods, we'll ſee tlioſe Times again! 
Why then has Rumour wrong'd thee, that reported 
Chriftiati Enthuſiaſm had charm'd thee from uss 
That, drawn by Prieſts, and work'd by Melancholy, 
Thou hadſt laid the golden Reins of e. — FL. 
And fworn thyſelf a Votary for ever? | 

Theo. Tis almoſt true; and, had not you arrivd, 
Z The ſolemn Buſineſs had by this been ended. 
This I have made the Empreſs of the Eaſt, 

My elder Siſter; Theſe with me retire, 

& Devoted to the Pow'r whom we adore. | 
i Vara. What Pow'r is that, that merits ſuch Oblations 2 
I. thought the Sun more great aud glorious, 

Than any that e er mingled with the Gods; 

A Yet, ev'n to him, my Father never offer d 
More than a Hecatomb of Bulls and Horſes. 
Now, by thoſe golden Beams that glad the World, 

Il ſwear it is too much: For one of theſe, 

05 But half ſo bright, our God would drive no more, 
Heid leave the darken'd Globe, and i in ſome Cave 
Enjoy ſuch Charms for ever. 

Attic. My Lord, forbear ! | 
Such Language does not ſuit with our Devotion : 

Nothing prophane muſt dare to murmur here, 
Nor ſtain the hallow'd Beauties of the Place. 

Yet thus far we muſt yield; the Emperor 
Is not enough prepar'd to leave the World. 

Vara. Thus low, moſt Rev'rend of this. ſacred Place, 

I kneel for Pardon, and am half converted, 

By your Permiſſion, that my Theodgſius 
Return to my Embraces | O, my Brother! 
Why doſt thou droop? There will be time eough 
* ForPray'r, and Faſting, and religious Vows : 

Let us enjoy, while yet thou art my own, -. 


All 
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All the Magnificence of Zeflers Courts. 


J hate to walk a lazy Life away 
Let's run the Race which — bet before us, 


And poſt to the dark Goal. 
Theo. O. eruel Deſtiny!! 


Why am not I thus too? Oh, . 


Why are theſe coſtly Diſhes ſet before me ? 


Why do theſe Sounds of Pleaſure lake my Ears 


Why are theſe Joys brought to my fick Remembrance, 


Who have no Appetite ; but am to Senſe, 
From Had <6 fame; all a dead Palſy oer? 


Vara. Fear not, my Friend; all tall be well again: 
For I havs thouſand Ways, and thouſand Stories, 


To raiſe thee up to Pleaſure ; we'll unlock 
Our faſteſt Secrets, ſhed upon each other 


Our tend'reſt Cares, and quite unbar thoſe Doors, 


Which ſhall be ſhut'to all Mankind beſide. 


. Hetic. Silence and Rev rence are the Temple's Dues : 


Therefore, while we purſue the ſacred Rites, 


Be theſe obſerv'd, or quit the awful Place. 


Imperial Siſters, now Twin: ſtars of Heaven, 


* the Succeſſor of Chry/o/fom ; 
Without leaſt Reſervation anſwer me, 


By thoſe harmonious: Rules I charg'd ye learn. 


Attic, Canft thou, Marina, leave the Warld, 
The World, that is Devotion Bane ; 
Where Crowns ave toft, and Sceptres 
Where Luft and proud Ambition reign ? 


2 Prieſt. 


3 Prieſt. 


Atticus fings. 


Can you your cofily Robes forbear, 
To live with us in poor Attire ? 
Can you from Courts to Calli repair, 
To fing at Midnight in 65-0 
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Attic. Can you reſolve to faft all Day, 

And weep and groan to be forgiv'n ? 

Can yon in broken Elumbers pray, 

Aud by Afliction merit Heavii? 


Chorus, Say, Yotaries, can this be dome ? 
* While we the Grace Divine implore, 
The World has left, the Battle's won; 
And Sin all never charm ye more. 


Marina The Gate to Bliſs dbes open fland, 

ſings. And all my Penance is in View; 
The World, upon the other hand, 
Cries out, Oh, ab not bid adieu 


Yet, ſacred Sirs, in theſe Extremes, 

Where and Pride their Glories tell; 
Where Toth and Beanty are the Themes, 

And plead their moving Cauſe fo well ; 


If aught that's vain my Thoughts poſſo/s 
Or 4 Paſſions gears Meg only i 
But what Divinity may bleſs ; 
Oh, may T never enter there! 


Flavilla What ! what can Pomp or Glory do 

fings. Or what can human Charms perſuade ? 
That Mind that has a Heav'n in View, 
How can it be by Earth betray d? 


No Monarch, full of Youth and Fame, 
The Foy of Eyes, and Nature's Pride, 

| Should once my Thoughts from Hearn reclaim, 
Though now he woo'd me for his Bride. 


Haſte then, Oh baſte! and take us in, 
For ever lock" Religion Door, 

Secure us from the Charms of Sin, 
And let us ſee the World no more. 
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Attic. Hark ! hart! behold the head ny Choirc + 4 
fings. They cleave the Air in bright Attire : 7 
And fee," his Lute * brings 9 
And hart, diwinely thus he fings ! | Y 
To the Powers Divine all G lem be given, 4 
By Men upon Earth; and Angels in Heaven, g 


Scene Guts; and all the Prieft, with Marina and Fla- 
villa, aiſappear. 


Pulch. For ever gone ! for ever parted from me! - 
Oh! Theodofeus, till this cruel Moment 
I never knew how tenderly I lovd em; 
But on this everlaſting Separation, L 
Methinks my Soul has left me, and my Time : 
Of Diſſolution points me to the Grave. 5 


Theo.” Oh, my YVaranes, does not now thy Temper 
Bate ſomething of its Fire ? Doſt thou not melt "4 
In mere Compaſſion of my Siſter's Fate, 'Y 
And cool thyſelf with one relenting Thought ? 3 

Vara. Yes, my dar'd Soul rolls inward ; Melancholy, 
Which I ne'er felt before, now comes upon me ; 1 
And I begin to loath all human Greatneſs: | E 
Oh! ſigh not then, nor thy hard Fate deplore | „ 
For, tis reſolv'd, we will be Kings no more: 55 
We'll fly all Courts, and Love ſhall be our Guide; | 
Love that's more worth than all the World beſide. 

Princes are barr'd the Liberty to roam : 

The fetter d Mind ſtill languiſhes at home: 

In golden Bands ſhe treads the 3 Round: 

Bus neſs and Cares eternally aboun % 

« And, when for Air the Goddeſs would unbind, 5 

« She's ue wich Sceptres, and to Crowns confin d. 5 

[Exeunt, 
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Ae T II. SC EN E 1. 
E nter Pulcheria, Julia, Attendants. 


00% 24PULCHERTA. K . 
8 Heſe Packets for the Empergr, Heapronea 7 

ge {wiſt,, let th' Agent haſle 30 Rome — 
I hear, my Julia, that our eneral 
Y 1 the Getbs return d with Conqueſt. 
0 Ome. | ' Q 
Jul. He is: To-day I ſaw him in the Preſence, 
Sharp to the Courtiers, as he eyer was, 
Becauſe they went not with him to the Wars: 
To you he bows, and ſues to kiſs your Hand, 

Pulch. He ſhall, my deareſt Julia: Oſt I've told thee 
The Secret of my Soul: If c'er I marry,, 
Marcian's my Huſband ; he's a Man, 7 1 
Whom I have ſtudy'd long, and found him perfect: 
Old Rome at ev'ry Glance looks through his Eyes, 
And kindles the Beholders: Some ſharp Atoms 
Run through his Frame, which I could wiſh were out: 
He ſickens at the Soſtneſs of the Emp'ror, _ 
And ſpeaks too freely of our Female Court; 
Then fighs, comparing it with what Rome was, 


Enter Marcian and Lucius. 


Pulch, Ha] who are theſe that dare profane this Place 
With more than barb'rous Infolence | | | 
Marc. At your Feet, | | 
Behold, I caſt the Scourge of theſe Offenders, - 
And kneel to kiſs your Hand, 
Pulch, Put up your Sword, 1 |, , {/ 
And, ere I bid you welcome from the Wars, 7 
Be ſure you clear your Honour of this Rudeneſs 4 . 
Or, Marcian, leave the Court. 


B | Mal cn 


| In your Defence, as if! Ne * to o bbeed: 
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Marc. Thus then, Madam: 

The Emperor receiv'd - me with Affection, 4 4 

Embrac'd me for my Conqueſts, and retir'd ; , 

When on a ſudden al — gilded Flies, 1 

That buz about the Court, came flutt ring round me: 4 

This with affected Cringes, and minc'd Words, 8 

Begs me to tell my Tale of Victories 17 

Which done, he thanks me, ſlips behind his F dlow, 

Whiſpers him in the, Ear, then ſmiles and Os 


While I relate my Story once again: 1 4 
A third' comes in, and aſks me the ſame F. aur: DIS ö 
Whereon they laugh, while I fill ignorant I 3 
Go on; but one behind, more impudent, +, -.... £ 


Strikes on my Shoulder; then they laugh'd out-right : 
But then I, gueſſing the Abuſe too late, | 
Return'd my Kut 11 behind a Box o'th Ear; 
Then drew, and riefly told them they were Raſcals. 
They, laughing f fill, cry'd out, The Gen'ral's muſty. 
Wherean I drove em, Madam, as you . 
Phis is in Mert the ruth: I leave the Judgm 
To your own Jaſtice: If I have done ill, 
Sentence me, and Fil leave the Court for ever. 
Pulch. Firſt you are welcome, Marcian, from the Wars; 
And ftill-whene'er occaſion calls for Arms, 
Heav'n fend the Emperor a General, 
Renown'd'as Marciaz,! As to what is paſt, 
I think the World will rather praiſe than cenſure 
Pulcheria, when ſhe ardons you the Action. of 
Marc. Gods ! Gods and thou, great F ounder of old 3 
Rome J ; 
What is become of all that mighty Spirit, | 
Fhat rais'd our Empire to a Pitch ſo high? 
Where is it pent ? What, but Almighty Pow'r, 
Could thus confine it, that but ſome few Atoms 
Now run through all che Eaſt and Occident ? | 
Pulch. Speak calmly, Marcian _ 
Marc. Who can be temp'rate, | © | 
That thinks as J do, Madam? Why here's a Fellow: 
I have ſeen him fight againſt a Troop, of Yandal; : 


Come 
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4 Come to my Arms, my Dear ! thou canft not talk 
9 But haſt a Soul above the proudeſt of em. 
Oh, Madam, when he has been all over Blood, 
And hack'd with Wounds that ſeem'd to mouth his Praiſes; 
| I've ſeen him ſmile ſtill as he puſh'd Death from him, 
And with his Actions rally diſtant Fate. 
* Pulch, He has a noble Form. 
Marc. Yet ev'n this Man, 
& That fought fo bravely in his Country's Cauſe. 
This excellent Man, this Morning, in the te * 
Did I ſee wrong'd before the Emperor, 
Scorn'd and delpis d, becauſe he could not cringe, .. 

Nor plant his Feet as ſome of them could do. x 
One ſaid his Clothes were not well made, and damn'd - 
4 His Taylor Another ſaid, he look'd 

4 As if he had not loſt his Maidenhead. 

If Things are ſuffer'd to be thus, down all 

} Authority, Pre-eminence, Degree, and Virtue _ 

Let Rome be never mention'd ; no, i' th Name 
= Of all the Gods, be ſhe forgotten ever 

Effeminate Per/ians, and the Lydian Softneſs, 

| 1 Make all your Fights: Marcian ſhall out no more: 

For, by my Arms, it makes a Woman. of me, 

And my ſwoln Eyes run o'er, to think this Worth, 

N 1 This fuller Honour than the whole Court holds, 

„ Should be ridiculous to Knaves and Fools; 

Should ſtarve for want of what is neceſſary 

To Life's Convenience: When luxurious Bawds 
Are ſo o 'ergrown with Fat, and cramm'd with Riot, 

That they can hardly walk without an Engine. 

* Pulch. Why did you not inform the Emperor? 
Marc. Becauſe he will not hear me! Alas, good Man, 
He flies from this bad World; and ſtill when Wars 

[ And Dangers come, he runs to his Devotions, 


| To your new thing, I know not what you call it, 
| Which Conſtantine began. 


Puch. How, Marcian! are not you 

Of that Religion which the Emp'ror owns? 
Marc. Noy Madam; if you'll fee my naked Thought, 
am not of their Principle, that take 

* B 2 A 
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A Wrong; ſo far from bearing with a Fae, 

I would ſtrike firſt, like old Rome; I wou'd forth, 
Elbow the neighbouring Nations round about, 
Invade, inlarge my Empire to the Bounds 

Of the too narrow Univerſe. Yes, I own 

That I deſpiſe your holy Innovations. 

I'm for the Roman Gods, for Fun'ral Piles, 

For _— Eagles, and the fancy'd Greatneſs 
Of our Forefathers. Methinks my heated Spirit 
Coui'd utter Things worth loſing of my Head. 


Palch. Speak freely, Marcian; for I know thee honeſt. 
Marc. Oh, Madam! long, long may the Emp'ror live! 


But, I muſt ſay, his gentle Diſpoſition 

Suits not, alas! the Oriental Sway : 

Bid him but look on Pharamond : Oh, Gods ! 
Awake him with the Image of that Spirit, 
Which, like a Pyramid revers'd, is grown 

Ev'n from a Point to the moſt dreadful Greatneſs : 
His very Name already ſhakes the World ; 

And ſtill in Perſon heading his firſt Squadrons, 
Like the firſt Cz/ar o'er the hardy Gauls, 

He ſeems another Thunderbolt of War. 


Pulch. J oft have blam'd my Brother moſt for this, 


That to my Hand he leaves the State-Affairs: 

And how that ſounds, you know ———— 
Marc. Forgive me, Madam ; 

I think that all the Greatneſs of your Sex, 

Rome's Celia, and the fam'd Semiramis, 

With all the Amazonian Valour too, 

Meet in Pulcheria: yet, I ſay, Forgive me, 

If with Reluctance I behold a Woman 

Sit at the Empire's Helm, and fteer the World. 
Paich. 1 ſtand rebuk'd 
Marc. Mark but the growing French. 

The moſt auſpicious Omen of their Greatneſe, 

That I can gueſs, is their late Saligne Law, 

Bleſs'd by their Prieſts, their Salii, and pronounc'd 

To ſtand for ever ; which excludes all Women 

From the Imperial Crown: But, Oh ! I ſpeak 

he leatt of all thoſe infinite Grievances, 


Which 
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Which make the Subjects murmur: In the Army, 
Tho” I proceeded ſtill like Hannibal, ; 
And puniſh'd. ev ry Mutineer with Death; 
vet, Oh! it ſtabb'd me through and through the Soul 
To paſs the Wretches Doom, becauſe I knew | 
With Juſtice they complain'd ;. for hard they fought, 
And with their Blood earn'd that forbidden Bread, 
Which ſome at Court, and great ones, though un-nam'd, 
Caſt to their Hounds, while the poor Soldiers ftarv'd — 
Pul:h. Your Pity too, in mournſul Fellowſhip, 
No doubt might ſooch their Murmurs. 
Marc. Ves, it did. 
That I might put em once again in heart, 
J ſaid 'twas true, the Emp'rot was to blame, 
Who dealt too coldly with his faithful Servants, 
And paid their great Arrears by ſecond-hand : 
I promis'd too, when we return'd to Court, 
Things ſhould be mended — | 
But how ! Oh Gods! forgive my Blood this Tranſport ! 
To the eternal Shame of Female Counſels! 
And te the Blaſt of Thecd:/ius' Name, 
Whom never warlike.Chronicle ſhall mention ! 
Oh, let me ſpeak it with a Roman Spirit, 
We were receiv'd like undone Prodigals, | 
By curſt ungrateful Stewards, with cold Looks, 
Who yet got all by thoſe poor Wretches Ruin ; 
Like MalefaQors, at the Hands of Juſtice. 
I bluſh, I almaſt weep with burſting Rage ! 
If thus receiv'd, how paid our long Arrears ? 
Why, as entruſted Miſers pay the Rights 
Of helpleſs Widows, or the Orphans Tears. 
Oh Soldier ! for ta thee, to thee I ſpeak it, 
Bawds for the Drudgery of Citizens Wives, 
Would better pay debilitated Stallions. 
Madam, I've ſaid perhaps too much: if ſo, 
It matters not; for he who lies, like me, 
On the hard Ground, is ſure to fall no further. 
Pulch. I've given you patient Hearing, honeſl Mar- 
And, as far as I can ſee into your Temper, Ccian : 
B 3 | 
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30 THEODOSIUS; 
I ſpeak my ſerious Judgment in cold We” 


With ſtricteſt Conſultation on the matter; 
J think, this ſeeming — and honeſt Marcian 
An exquiſite and moſt notorious Traitor. 
Marc. Ha! Traitor! ny 
Pulch. Yes, a moſt notorious 'Traitor. 
Marc. Your Grandfather, whoſe Frown could awe the 
World, 


Would not have call'd me fo — or if he had —— 


Pulch. You would have taken it—But to the Bus'neſs ; 
Was't not enough, Oh Heav'n! thou know'ſt too * 
At firſt to own yourſelf an Infidel, 

A bold Contemner, ev'n to Blaf phemy, 

Of that Religion which we all Profis; 1 

For which your Heart's beft Blood can ne'er ſuffice ; 
But you muſt dare, with a ſeditious Army, 

Thus to conſpire againſt the Emperor? 

1 mention not your Impudence to me, 

T axing the Folly of my Government 

Ev'n to my Face; ſuch an [rreverence, ©. 

As ſure no barb'rous Panda! would have urg d; 
Pefide your libetling all the Court, as if . 

You had engrofs'd the whole World's Honeſty : 

Aud Flatt'rers, Fools, and Sycophants,' and Knaves, 
Such was your Language, did inhabit here. 

Marc. You wreſt my honeſt —— by the Gods 
You do; and if you thus go on, I feel 
My ſtruggling Spirit will no longer bear it. 

Pulch. I thought the Meaning of all rational Men 
Should ſtill be gather'd out of their Diſcourſe : 

Nor are you ſo imprudent, without thinking, 

To vent ſuch al. tho' now you fain would hide it. 
You find the Guilt, ind balk the F 

But think not you ſhall ſcape ſo eaſily. 

Once more I do confront you, as a Traitor ; 

And, as I am entruſted with full Pow'r, 

Diveſt you, in the Name of Theodofrus, 

Of all your Offices, Commiſſions, Honours ; 
Command you leave the Court within three Days, 


Loyal, plain-dealing, honeſt Marcian, 
Marc. 


'The Force of Love. 31 
Marc. Gods! Gods 
Pulch. What now ha! does the Traitor murmur ? 
If in three Days ; mark me, 'tis I that doom thee ; 
Raſh inconſiderabls Man, a Wretch beneath 
The Torments I could! execute upon [thee ; ++ 
If after three Days Space thou'rt found in Court, 
Thou dy'ſt; thy Head, thy Head ſhall pay the Forfeit. 
Farewel ; now rage; now rail, and curſe the Court; 
Saucily dare t' abuſe the beſt of Princes, 
And let thy lawleſs Tongue laſh all it can; 
Do, like a Madman rave; deplore thy Fortune, 
While Pages laugh at thee. Then haſte to m' Army, 
Grow popular, and lead the Multitude : | 
Preach up thy Wrongs, and drive the giddy Beaſt 
To kick at Cz/ar. Nay, if thou weep'ſt, I'm gone. 
Oh Julia! if I ſtay, I ſhall weep too. Fl 
Yet tis but juſt, that I the Heart ſhould ſee 
Of him who once mult lord it over me. 
. 17 4p wan 17 [Exit Pulch. Se. 
Luc. Why do you droop, Sir - Come, no more 0'this : 
You are, and ſhall. be, ſtill our General; 
Say but the Word, III fill the Hippodrume 
With Squadrons that ſhall make the Emp'ror tremble: 
We'll fire the Court about his . 
Methinks, like Junius Brutus, I have watch'd 
An Opportunity, and now it comes : 
Few Words and I are Friends; but, noble Marcia, 
If yet thou art not more than General, 
Ere Dead of Night, ſay Lucius is a Coward. | 
Marr. I charge thee in the Name of all the Gods, 
Come back : I charge thee by the Name of Friend, 
All's well, and I rejoice I am no Gen' ral. 
But huſh ! within three Days we muſt be gone: 
And then, my Friend, farewel to Ceremony. 
We'll fly to ſome far diſtant lonely Village, 
Forget our former State, and breed with Slaves : 
Sweat in the Eye of Day, and, when Night comes, 
With Bodies coarſely fill'd, and vacant Souls, 
Sleep like the labour'd Hinds, and never think; 
For, if I think again, I mall 80 mad. 102841 
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Enter Leontine and Athenais, er. 


Therefore no Thought." But bel webe emed. 
Oh Court! Oh Emperor! yet let Death threaten, 
I'll find a Time. Till then be ſtill my Soul — 


No Gen'ral now ! a Member of thy Country, 


But moſt corrupt; therefore to be cut off, 
Loyal, plain-dealing, honeſt Martian! ng 
A Slave, a Traitor i Oh y' eternal Gods! [Zeta 
Leont. So, Athenais now our Compliment 
To the young Perficn Prince is at an End : id 
What then remains, but that we take our Leave, 
And bid him everlaſtingly — 
Athen, My Lord! 
Leont. I ſay that Decency requires | | 
Ve ſhould be gone i nor can you ſtay with Honour, 
Iten. Moſt true, my Lord. 
Lernt. The Court is now at Peace, 
The Emp'ror's Siſters are retir'd for ever. 
And he himſelf compos'd : What hinders mou” 9 4 
But that we bid adieu to Prince Vuranes f. | 
Athen.' Ah, Sir, why will you 1 wy Hear oy 
Leont. 1 would not. 20 | ' 
Thou art the only Comfort of my Age: 2&1 
Like an old Tree I ſtand among the Storms ;j 
Thou art the only Limb that I have left me; [She Ancoli. 
My dear green Branch ! And how I prize thee, Child, 
Heav'n only knows! Why doſt thou kneel and weep ? 
Athen. Becauſe you are ſo good, and will, I hope, | 
Forgive my Fault, who firſt occaſion'd it. 
Leont. I charg'd thee to receive and hear the Prince. 
Athen. You did, and, O my Lord I heard too much; 
Too much I fear for my eternal Quiet. 
Leont. Riſe, Athenais! credit him who * | 
More Years than thou: Yarazes has deceiv'd thee. 
Athen, How dowe differ then ? you judge the Prince 
Impious and baſe; while I take-Heav'n to * | 
I think him the moſt virtuous of Men: 


Thezelore take heed, 1 Lord, . how you accuſe his J 
Before 
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Before you make the Trial. Alas! Parazes, 
If thou art falſe, there's no ſuch Thing on Earth 
As ſolid Goodneſs, or ſubſtantial Honour. 
A thouſand Times, my Lord, he has ſworn to give me 
(And I believe his Oaths) his Crown and Empire, 
That Day I make him Maſter of my Heart. 
Leont. 'That Day he'll make thee Miſtreſs of his Power, 
Which carries a foul Name among the Vulgar. 
No, Athenais, let me ſee thee dedd. 
Borne a pale Corps, and gently laid in Earth; 
So I may ſay, She's chaſte, and dy'd a Virgin, 
Rather than view; thee with theſe wounded Eyes 
Seated upon the Throne of 1/aigerdes, 
The Blaft of common "Tongues, the Nobles Scorn, 
Thy Father's Curſe ; that is, the Prince's Whore. 
Athen. Oh harrid Suppoſition ! how I deteſt it ! 
Be Witneſs Heay'n, that ſees my ſecret Thoughts! 
Have I for this, my. Lord, been taught by you 
The niceſt Juſtice, and ſevereſt Virtue; _ 
Ta fear no Death, to know the End of Life, 
And with long Search diſcern the higheſt Good? 
No, Athenais / when the Day beholds thee 
So ſcandalouſly rais'd, Pride caſt thee down, 
The Scorn of Honour and the People's Prey! 
No, cruel Leontine, not to redeem 
That aged Head from the deſcending Axe, 
Not tho' I ſaw thy trembling Body rack'd, 
Thy Wrinkles all about thee fill'd with Blood, 
Would I for Empire, to the Man I love, 
Be made the Object of unlawful Pleaſure. 
Leont. Oh greatly ſaid! And, by the Blood which 
warms me, 
Which runs as rich as any Athens holds ! 
It would improve the Virtue of the World, 
If ev'ry Day a thouſand Votaries, | 
And thouſand Virgins, came from far to hear thee ? 
Athen. Look down, ye Pow'rs; take Notice, we obey: 
The rigid Principles ye have infus'd ; 
Yet, Oh my noble Father, to convince you, 
Since you will have it fo, propoſe a Marriage : 
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24 THEODOSTUS,; or, 
Tho' with the Thought I'm cover'd o'er with Bluſhes : 


Not that I doubt the Prince; that were to doubt 
The Heav'ns themſelves. I know he is all Truth: 


Hut Modeſty - -— 


The Virgin's troubleſome and conſtant Gueſt, 

That, that alone forbids | 
Leont. I wiſh to Heav'n 

There prove no greater Rar ta my Belief. 


Behold the Prince. I will retire awhile, 


And, when Occaſion calls, come to thy Aid. [Ex. Leon. 
Enter Varanes and Aranthes. 


Vara. To fix her on the Throne, to me, ſeems little. 
Were J a God, yet would I raiſe her higher; 
This is the Nature of thy Prince. But Oh! 
As to the World, thy Judgment ſoars above me, 
And I am dar'd with this Gigantic Honour ; 
Glory forbids her Proſpect to a Crown; | 
Nor muſt ſhe gaze that way: My haughty Soul, 
That Day when ſhe aſcends the Throne of Cyrus, 
Will leave my Body pale, and to the Stars 
Retire in Bluſhes, and quite loſt for ever. 

Aran. What do you purpoſe then ? 

Varan. I know not what; 
But, fee, ſhe comes, the Glory of my Arms, 
The only Bus'neſs of my inſtant Thought, 
My Soul's*beſt Joy, and all my true Repoſe. 
I ſwear I cannot bear theſe ſtrange Deſires, 
Theſe ſtrong Impulſes, which will ſhortly leave me 
Dead at thy Feet ——> | 

Athen. What have you found, my Lord, 
In me ſo harſh or cruel, that you fear 
To ſpeak your Griefs ? "205-2546 

Yarn. Firſt let me kneel and ſwear, 
And on thy Hand ſeal my religious Vow ; 
Strait let the Breath of Gods blow me from Earth, 
Swept from the Book of Fame, forgotten ever, 
If 1 prefer thee not, O Athenars, 
To. all the Perſian Greatneſs 
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Athen. I believe 'you': 

For I have heard you ſwear as much before. 
Vara. Haſt thou? Oh, why then did I ſwear again? 

But that my Love knew 2 worthier of thee, 

And could no better way ex s my Paſſion. 
Athen. Oh riſe, my 3 a 
Vara. I will do ev'ry thing 

Which Athena; bids : if tas be more 

In Nature to convince thee of my Love, 

Whiſper it, Oh ſome God, into my Ear; 

And on her Breaſts thus to her lif'ning Soul | 

I'll breathe the Inſpiration. Wilt'thou not ſpeak ?- 

What! but one Sigh, no more ! can that ſuffice 

For all my vaſt Expence of prodigal Love ? 

Oh Athenais, what ſhall I fay or dog; 

To gain the thing I win? 

Athen. What's that, my Lord ? 
Vara. Thus to approach thee fil thus to behold thee-- 

Yet there is more 
Athen. My Lord, I dare n not A you. 

Vara. Why doſt thou frown at what thou doſt not 
know ? ; 

Tis an Imagination which ne'er pierc'd theo; 

Yet as tis raviſhing, tis full of Honour. 

Athen. TI muſt not doubt you, Sir: But, Oh I tremble, 

To think, if gerades ſhould behold you, 

Should hear you thus proteſting to a Maid 

Of no Degree, but Virtue, in the World 
Vara. No more of this, no more; for I diſdain 

All Pomp, when thou art by: Far be the Nolſe 

Of Kings and Courts from us, whoſe gentle Souls 

Our kinder Stars have ſteer'd another Way! 

Free as the F oreſt-Birds, we'll pair together, 

Without rememb'ring who our Fathers were; 

Fly to the Arbours, Grots, and flow'ry Meade, Lu 

And in ſoft Murmurs interchange our Squls; 

Together drink the Cryſtal of the Strearh, 

Or taſte the yellow Fruit which Autumn Felds; 

And, when the golden Ev'ning calls us home, 

Wing to our downy Neſt, and ſleep till Morn. 
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Athen. Ah Prince! no wy Foxdear; RR 
charni me, 

Since I am doom d to leave you] Sir, for ever. 
Varg. Hold; Athenais 
Atben. I know your Royal Temper, 

And that high Honour reigns within your Breaſt, 

Which would diſdain to waſte ſo many Hours 

With one of humble Blood compar'd to you; - _ 

Unleſs ſtrong Paſhon ſway d your Thoughts to love ber. 

Therefore receive, O Prince ! and take it kindly, 

For none on Earth but you could win it from _ 

Receive the Gift of 'my eternal — 17 

Tis all I can beſtow, nor is it little; | 

For ſure a Heart ſo coldly chaſte as mine, 

No Charms but yours, my Lord, could e'er have warm'd! ! 
Vara. Well have you ar — _ this laſt 

Comfort, \ 

For the cold Dart you ſhot at me beſos. 

For this laſt Goodneſs, Oh, my Athenais ! : 

(For now, methinks, I ought to call you mine) 

I empty all my Soul in Thanks before u:: 

Yet oh! one Fear remains; like Death it = me; 

Why my relenting Love did talk of parti | 
Athen. Look there, and ceaſe your Won : I have 

worn -. | 

T'obey my Father ; and he calls me hence 4 9% 


5 * 8 


Vara. Ha, Levatine / by which of all my Actions 
Have I ſo deeply injur'd thee, to merit 
The ſmarteſt Wound Revenge could form to end me? 
Leont. Anſwer me now, O Pxinoe | "for: Vinue 
prompts me, 
And Honeſty will-dally now no longer 
What can the End of all this Paſſon | be? 
Glory requires this ſtrict Account, and aſks 
What you intend at laſt to a 9. | 
Vara. How, Leontine* 


Leont. 


d. 
_ 
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Leont. You ſaw her, . at Athens; ſaid you lov d 
here f 
F charg'd her humbly to receive the Honour, 
And hear your Paſſion. Has ſhe not, Sir, obey'd me? 
Vara. She has, I thank the Gods; but whither 
wouldſt thou ? 1 | 
Leont. Having reſolv'd to viſit Theadofrus, | 
You ſwore you would not go without my Dau hw; ; 
Whereon I gave Command, that ſhe ſhould follow. 
Vara. Yes, Lrontine, my old — — ud 
Moſt learn'd of all Philoſophers, yon did. 4 
Leont. Thus long ſne has attended ; you have 125 her, 
Sounded her Virtues, and her Imperfe&tions 3 . + 
Therefore, dread Sir, forgive this bolder C hangs | 
Which Honour ſounds; and now let me demand you 
Vara. Now help, ihnches, or I'm daſh'd for ever. 
Aran. Whatever happens, Sir, diſdain; the Marriage. 
Leoxt. _ your high Thaughts ſo far forget ne 
elves, 4 4 1 
T'admit this humble Virgin for your Brids ? 
Vara. Ha! | 
Athen. He bluſhes, Gods ! and Raininkers at the 
Queſtion. 
Leont. Why do you walk, and chafe yourſelf, My Lord? 
The Buſineſs is not much. 
Vara. How, Leontize! , + 
Not much ! I know that ſhe deſerves a Sen ; 
Yet tis to Reaſon much, tho' not to Love. 
And ſure the World would bluſh to fee the Daughter 
Of a Philoſopher on the Throne of Cyras. 
Athen. Undone for ever! 
Leont. Is this your Anſwer, Sir ? | 
Vara. Why doſt thou urge me thus, and puſh me to 
The very Brink of Glory? where, alas 
J look, and tremble at the vaſt Deſcent : 
Vet even there, to the vaſt Bottom, down 
My raſh Adventurer Love would have me leap, 
And praſp my Athenais with my Rum. | 
Leont, "Tis well, my Lord 
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38 THEODOSTUS; or 

Vara. Why doſt-thou then provoke me? 

I thought that Per/ia's Court had ſtore of Honour 

To ſatisfy the Height of thy Ambition. 

Beſides, old Man, my Love is too well 

To want à Tutor for his good Behaviour: 

What he will do, he will do of himſelf, 

And not be taught by you aaa 
Lemm. I Know he will nott | 

Fond Tears, away t I know, I — he will not: 

But he would buy; with his old Man' 8 Preferment, | 

My Daughter for oor. Whore; 
Vara. Away, 1 fayÞmy Soul difdains the Motion! 
Leoxt. The Motion oſ a Marriage; yes, I ſee it: 

Your angry Looks, and haughey Words, betray it: 

I found it at the firſt. I thank you, Sir, 

You' have at laſt rewarded your old Tutor 

For all his Cares, his Watchings, Services. 

Vet let me tell you, Sir, this humble Maid, 

This Daughter of a poor Philoſopher, | 

Shall, if ſhe pleaſe; be ſeated on a Throne N 

As high as that of the immortal Cyrus 
Vata. I think that Age, and deep 2 Philoſophy, 

Have crack d thy Brain: Farewel, old Leontine; 

Retire to Reſt; and when this brawling Humour 

Is rock d aſleep, I'll meet my Arbenais, | 

And clear th' Accounts of Love, "which thou haſt blet⸗ 

tet. Eait. 

Leont. Old. Leontine ! e Im no indeed. | 

But hold my Heart, and let that ſolid Virtue, + 

Which I ſo long ador d, ſtill keep the Reins. * 

+3 O Athenais ! But I will not chide thee: 

x Fate is in all our Actions; and methinks, 

At leaſt a Father judges fo, it has 

Rebuk'd thee any for thy Eaſineſs | 

There is a kind of mournfut-Eloquence 00 þ 

In thy dumb Grief, whick ſhames all — 1s Borrow. 

| Athen.. Alas] my Breaſt is full of n eie 

. I fear ev'n you au. 643 


Leont, Why ſhouldſt thou fear Sy F ather ? 


Athen. 


Athen. Becauſe you have the Figure of a Mang 
Is there, O ſpeak, a Poſſibili g 


To be forgyꝗyn ; n dd 
Leont. Thy Father does forgive the, 

And Honour will; but on this hard Condition, 

Never to ſee him mote 
Athen. See him Oh Heav'ns ! © 
Leont. Unleſs it be, my Daughter, to upbraid him: 

Not tho” he ſhonld repent, and ftrait return, L's 

Nay proffer thee his Crown —— No more of that. 

Honour too cries, Revenge, revenge thy Wrongs, 

Revenge thyſelf, revenge thy imjur'd Father. 

For 'tis Revenge ſo wife, ſo glorious too, 

As all the World ſhall praiſe 
Athen. Oh, give me leave; 

For yet I am all Tenderneſs: The Woman, 


— ' 


The weak, the mild, the fond, the coward Woman. 


Dares not look forth; but runs about my Breaſt, 

And viſits all the warmer Manftons there, 

Where ſhe fo oft has harbour'd falſe Varanec, 

Cruel Varanes ! falfe forſworn Yaranes ! wW 
Leont. Is this forgetting him ? Is this the Coutſe 

Which Honour bids thee take ? 
Atben. Ah, Sir, allow 

A little time for Love to make his Way: 

Hardly he won the Place, and many Sighs, 

And many Tears, and thouſand Oaths, it coſt him. 

And Oh! I find he will not be diſlodg'd 

Without a Groan at parting hence for ever. 

No, no! he vows he will not yet be rais'd 

Without whole Floods of Grief at his Farewel, 

Which thus I ſacrifice : And Oh! I ſwear, 


Had he prov'd true, I would as eafily | 
Have empty'd all my BIdod, and dy'd to ſerve him, 
As now I ſhed theſe Drops, or vent theſe Sighs, 
To ſhew how well, how perfectly I lov'd him. 

Leent. No Woman ſure, but thou, ſo low in Fortune, 
. Therefore the nobler is thy fair Example, 
Would thus have griev'd, becauſe a Prince ader'd her; 


Nor will it be believ'd in Aſter- times, 


That 
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40 THEO DOSI US; or 


That there was ever ſuch a Maid in Being: 
Yet do I ftill adviſe, b, preſerve ty thy Virtue; |» 
And fince he does diſdain thee for his Bride, 
Scorn thou to be ———— 
Athen. Hold, Sir, oh ! hold, 8 
For my nice Soul abhors the very Sound; 
Vet with the Shame of that, and the Deſire 
Of an immortal Name, I am inſpir'd ! 
All kinder Thoughts are fled for ever from me ; 
All Tenderneſs, as if I ne'er had lov'd, 
Has left my Boſom colder than the Grave. 1. 
Leont. Oh, Athenais! on; tis bri ght before thee, 
Purſue the Track, and thou ſnalt -7x a Star. * 
Athen. Oh, Leontine, I ſwear, my noble Father, 5 
That I will ſtarve, ere once forego my Virtue : 
And thus let's join to contradict the World : 
That-Empire could not tempt a. old Man 
To ſell his Prince the Honour of his Daughter: 
And ſhe too march'd the Spirit of her — wi ; 
Tho' humbly born, and yet more humbly bred, 
She for her Fame refus'd a Royal Bed ; as 
Who, tho' ſhe lov'd, yet did put off the Hour, 
Nor could her Virtue be betray'd by Pow'r. 
« Patterns like theſe will guilty Courts improve, 
« And teach the Fair to bluſh at conſcious Love: 
„Then let all Maids for Honour come in View, 


. 
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Enter Varanes and Aranthes. 


VARAAN ES. 
d OME to my Arms, — 7 faithful, dear ge. 


{ Abe, 4 
| | Soft: Counſetlox,! Companion of my Yourh. 
If I had longer been alone, moſt ſure, 
With the Diſtraction that ſurrounds my 
Heart, 
My Hand would have rebell'd rt his Maſter, 
And done a Murder here. 
. Aranth. The Gods forbid. 
Fara. I ſwear, I preſs thee with as hearty g 
As ever fearful Bride embrac'd her Man, £ 
When from a Dream of Death ſhe wak d, and found 
Her Lover ſafe,- and fleeping by her Side 
Aranth, The Cauſe, my Lord 7 
Vara. Early thon know'f laſt Night I went to ) Reſt: 
But long, my Friend, ere Slumber clos'd my Eyes, 
Long was the Combat fought, twixt Love and Glory; 
The Fever of my Paſſion — me up; 
My Pangs grew ſtronger, and my Rack was dvubled ; 
My Bed was all afloat with the cold Drops. 
That mortal Pain wrang from my lab'ring Limbs ; 
My Groans more deep than others dying Galps ; 
Therefore, I charge thee, haſte to her Apartment; 
I do conjure thee, tell her, tell her all 
My Fears can urge, or Fondneſs can invent. 
Tell her how I repent, ſay any Thing; 
For any Thing I'll do to quench my Fires; 
Say, 1 will marry her now on the Inſtant : 
Say all that I would ſay ; yet in the End 
My Love ſhall make it more than Gods can utter. 
Aranth. 
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Aranth, My Lord, both Leontine and ſhe are gone 
From their Apartment IIS 
Vara. Hal gone; ſay ſt thou? whither ? 
Aranth, That was my whole Employment all this Day; ; 
But, Sir, 1 grieve to ſpeak it, they have left 
No Track behind for Care to find em out- 
Nor is it poſſible — | 
Vara. It is, it ſhall; . 
I'll ſtruggle with Impoſübilities, 
To find my Athenais: Not the Walls 
Of Atbens, not of Thebes, ſhall hide her from * 
I'll bring the Force of all my Father's Arms, 
And lay em waſte, but I redeem my Love,” 
Oh, Leontine { moroſe old Zrontine 1 = n 
Thou mere Philoſopher! Oh, cruel Sage. 
Who for one haſty Word, one choÞric Doubt, 
Haſt turn'd the Scale: tho in the ſacred Balance 


My Life, my Glory, and my Empire, hung | | 

Aranth. Moſt, ſure, — _ _ are at to 
Dennie. 17 21“ 

1 will ood Poſt 10 Night —— | 
Varus. No, no Amanti: 0 N 

Prepare my Chariots; for III go in: Perſon, 24 

I ſwear, till now, till I began; to fear 8 

Some other might enjoy my Atbrnais, 

I ſwear I did not know how much I lov'd her. 

But let's away: I'll ta the Emperor; 

Thou to the haſty Management of my Bus neſs: 

Prepate; To-day III go, To-day Flt find her: 

No more; I'll take my leave of Theadh 

And meet thee on the Hippodrome. Away: 

Let the wild Hurry of thy Maſter's Love 


Make quick thy Aprrebegon: e and leave me. 
[ Exeunt. 


SCENE 
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SEN 2-40 hoe 


Pulcheria, Atticus, Leontine, Yotaries leading Athenais 
in Proceſſion after her Baptiſm, to be Gonfirm'd. ' 


Atticus ſings. 


Oh Chryſoſtom ! /ook down and ſee 
An Off ring «worthy Heaw'n and ther! 
So rich the Victim, bright and fair, 
That fe on Earth appears a Star. 
Chor. Eudoſia zs the Virgin Nane, 
And After-times ſpall fing her Fame. 


Lead her, Votaries, lead her ju: 
Her holy Birth does now begin. 
In humble Weeds, but clean Array, 
Your tears 1 paſs #tvay ; 
And when the Rites Divine are pat, 
To pleaſant Gardens you a, haſte.” © . 
2 Votary. Where many & firw'ry Bed we ba 
That Emblenr fiill to each à Grave; 
And, tehen within the Stream aue look, 
With Tears wwe uſe tn fvell the Brook : 
But Ob, when in the liquitt Glaſs 
Our Heavn appears, abe figh to paſs ! 
Chor. For Head'n alone wwe are defign'd ; 


And all Things bring our Heav'n to Mind. 


Athen. O Prineeſs! O moſt worthy of the World, 
That is ſubmitted by its Emperor [ Kneels, 
To your moſt wife and providential Sway! 

What Greet or Roman Eloquence can paint 

The Rapture and Devotion of my Soul 

I am * — yours ; you are my Goddeſs, f 
That have new-form'd, new- moulded my Conceptions, 
And, by the Platform of a Work Divine, 

New-fram'd, new built me to your own Deſires; 


Thrown all the Lumber of my Paſſions out, * p 
. N « 
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And made my Heart a Manſion of Perfection; 
Clean as an Anchorite's Grot, or Vot'ry's Cell, 
And ſpotleſs as the Glories of his Steps, 
Whom we far off adore! 

Pulch. Riſe, Eudofia, vg 
And let me fold my Chrifttan in my Arms: 

With this dear Pledge of an eternal Love, 

J ſeal thee, O Eudaa mine for ever. 

Accept, bleſt Charge, the Vows of my Affection: 
For, by the ſacred Friendſhip that I give thee, 

I think that Heav'n by Miracle did ſend thee, 

To eaſe my Cares, to help me in my Counſels, 
To be my Siſter, Partner in my Bed ; 

And equally, thro' my whole Courſe of Life, 

To be the better Part of thy Pulcheria, 

And ſhare my Griefs and Joys. 

Athen. No, Madam, no; * 
Excuſe the Cares that this ſad Wretch muſt bring you ; 
Oh, rather let me leave the World ſor ever : 

Or if I muſt partake your Royal Secrets, 
If you reſolve to load me with ſuch Honour, 
Let it be far from Cities, far from Courts, 
Where I may fly all human Converſation ; 
Where I may never ſee, nor hear, nor name, 


Nor think, nor dream, O Heav'n ! if poſſible, 


Of Mankind more. 


Pulch. What now, in Tears, Eudoſea ? 

Athen. Far from the Guilt of Palaces, oh ſend me! 
D. ive me, oh drive me from the Traitor Man 
So I might "ſcape that Monſter, let me dwell 
In Lions Haunts, or in ſome Tiger's Den; 
Place me on ſome ſteep, craggy, ruin'd Rock, 
That bellies out, juſt dropping in the Ocean; 
Bury me in the Hollow of its Womb, 
Where, ſtarving on my cold and flinty Bed, 
I may from far, with giddy Apprehenſion, 
See infinite Fathoms down the rumbling Deep. 
Yet not ev'n there, in that vaſt Whirl of Death, 
Can there be found ſo terrible a Ruin 1 
As Man, falſe Man, ſmiling deſtructive Man. 


pulcb. 
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Pulch. Then thou haſt lov'd, Fady/ie, Oh, my Silter ! 


Still nearer to my Heart, ſo much the dearer ; 
Becauſe our Fates are like, and Hand in Hand 
Our Fortunes lead us thro' the Maze of Life: 


Im glad that thou haſt lov'd ; nay, lov'd with Danger 3 


Since thou haſt ſcap'd the Ruin — Methinks it lightens 
The Weight of my Calamities, that thou 
In all Things elſe ſo perfect and divine) 
Art yet akin to my Infirmity, : 
And bear'ſt thy Part in Love's melodious III: 
Love, that, like Bane perfum'd, infects the Mind; 
That ſad Delight that charms all Womankind. 
Athen. Yes, Madam, I confeſs that Love has charm'd 
me, | 
But never ſhall again. No, I renounce him ; 
Inſpire me all the Wrongs of abus'd Women, 
All you that have been cozen'd by falſe Men ; 
See what a ſtrict Example I will make: 
But for the Perjuries of one I will revenge ye 
For all that's paſt, that's preſent, and to come. 
Pulch. Oh, thou far more than the moſt maſculine 
Virtue 
Where, our Area! where, oh, drowning Brightneſs, 
Where haſt thou been ſo long ? Let me again 
Proteſt my Admiration, and my Love ; 
Let me declare aloud, while thou art here, 
While ſuch clear Virtue ſhines within our Circle, 
Vice ſhall no more appear within the Palace, 
Bat hide her dazled Eyes, and this be call'd 
The holy Court : but, lo! the Emp'ror comes. 


Enter Theodoſius and Attendants. 


Beauty, like thine, may drive that Form away, 
That has ſo long entranc'd his Soul — My Lord — 

Theed. If yet, alas! I might but hope to ſee her; 
But, Oh, forgive me, Heav'n, this wilder Start, 
That thus would reach Impdſlibility : | 
No, no, I never muſt behold her mo e: 


3 


. 
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A well my Atticus might raiſe the Dead. 
As RAD, ſhould charm that F orm in View. | 

Pulch. My Lord, I come to give your Grief a Cure, 
With purer Flames to draw: that cruel Fire 
That tortur d you ſo long — Behold this. Virgin 
The Dau 4-4 of your utor Leontine. 

Theo: 

Pulch. She 5 is your Siſter's G. and made a 

Chriſtian; 12 
And Atbenais is Euagia now. 
Be ſure a. fairer never grac'd Religion, 

And for her Virtue the tranſcends Example. 

These. O all ye Bleſt above, how can this be? _ 
Am'T awake? Or is this poſhble? [Athen. Aneelli. 

Palch. She kneels, my Lord: Will you not go and 

raiſe her ? 

Theo. Nay, do thou raiſe her; for I'm rooted here: 
Yet if laborious Love and Melancholy | 
Have not o'ercome. me, and quite turn'd me mad, 

It muſt be ſhe, that naked dazling Sweetnels ; 

The: very Fi igure of that Morning Star, 

That dropping Pearls, and ſhedding dewy Beams, 
Fled from the greedy Waves when I approach d. 
Anſwer me, Leontine; Am I diſtracted ? 

Or is this true? By thee in all Encounters 

I will be rul'd, in Temperance and Wildneſs, 

When Reaſon claſhes with Extravagance : 

But ſpeak 

Leont. Tis true, my Lord; this is my Daughter, 
Whom I conceal'd in Perſia from all Eyes 
But yours, when Chance directed you that Way. 

Theo. He ſays, tis true: Why then this heartleſs 

Carriage ? 
Oh, were I Proof againſt the Darts of Love, 
And cold to. Beauty, as the Marble Lover 
That lies, without a 'Thought, upon his Tomb ; 
Would not this glorious Dawn of Life run thro' me, 
And waken Death itſelf? —— Why am I ſlow then? 
What hinders now, but that in ſpite of Rules 
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I burſt thro all the Bands of Death that hold me, [H. 
And fly with ſuch, a Haſte to that Appearance, Aucelr. 
As bury'd Saints ſhall make at the laſt Summons ? | - - 
Athen. The Emp'ros at my Feet! O Sir! forgive me: 
Drown me not thus with everlaſting Same. A 
Both Heav'n and Earth muſt bluſh at ſuch a View: | 
Nor can I bear it longer 1 
Leon. My Lord, ſhe is unworthy =—rm—m . 
Theo. Ha! what ſay'ſt thou, Leoutine ® | 210 
Unworthy ! O thau Atheiſt to Perfection! iti 
All that the blooming Earth could ſend forth fair; 
All that the gaudy Hear ns could drop down glorious 7 
Unworthy ſay ſt thou! Wert thou nat her Father, 
I ftwear I would revenge — But haſte, and tell me; 
For Love like mine will bear no ſecond Thought; 
Can all the Honours of the Orient, 
Thus facrific'd with the moſt pure Affection, 
With ſpotleſs. Thoughts, and languiſhing Deſires, 
Obtain, O — (the Crown at laſt) 
To thee I ſpeak, thy Daughter to my Bride ? 
Leon. My Lord, * Honour bears "ſuch Eſtimation, 
It calls the Blood into my aged Cheeks, 
And quite 0'erwhelms my Daughter with Confuſion ; 
Who, with her Body proſtrate on the Earth 
Ought to adore you for the proffer'd Glory. 
Theo. Let me embrace and thank thee: O kind” 
Heav'n ! 
O Atticus! Pulcheria! O my Father ! 
Was ever Change like mine? Run thro' the Streets; 
Who waits there? Run, and, loud as Fame can ſpeak, 
With Trumpet Sounds proclaim your Emp'ror's Joy. | 
And as of old, on the great Feſtival 
Of her they call the Mother of the Gods, 
Let all Work ceaſe ; at leaſt, an oaken Garland 
Crown each Plebeian Head: Let ſprightly Bowls 
Be dol'd about, and the toſs'd Cymbals ſound : 
Tell 'em, their much lamented T headofites - 
By Miracle is brought from Death to Life; 
His Melancholy's gone, and now once more 
He ſhall appear at the State's Helm again; 


Nor 
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Nor fear a Wreck, while this bright Star dreck, us K 
For while ſne ſhines, no — — . 
Shall lie unſeen, | but I will cut my Way; 

Secure as Neptane, through the hipheſt Strona, 

And to the Port in Safety ſteer the Worlulu. 

Athen. Alas, my Lord, conſider my * 
With all my other Wants — 

Theo. Peace, Empreſs, Peace! 
No more the Daughter of — .. 
A Chriſtian now, and Partner of the Eaſt. 10990 

Acben. My Father has difpos'd me, you command me; 
What can I anſwer then but my Obedience?” ' | 
TWbeo. Attend her, dear Pulcheria and, oh tell her, 
To-morrow, if ſhe pleaſe, I will be happy: [Ex. Pulch. 
O why ſ@ long ſhould I my Joys delay ? 

Time imp thy * let not thy Minutes ſtay, | 
But to a Moment change the tedious Day. 
The Day ! twill be an Age before 'To-morrow : 
An Age, a Death, a vaſt Eternity, | 

Where we fhall cold, and pat Enjoyment, lie. 


Navan Varanes ay Aranthes. 


Var ara. O Theodvfius ! 

Theo. Ha ! my Brother here 
Why doſt thou come to make my Bliſs run oer? 
What is there more to wiſh ? Fortune ean find 
No Flaw in ſuch a Glut of Happineſs, 
To let one Mis'ry in — O, my Yaranes! 
Thou that of late didſt ſeem to walk on Clouds, 
Now give a looſe, let go the ſlacken'd Reins, 
Let us drive down the Precipice of Joy, 
As if that all the Winds of Heav'n were for us 

Vara. My Lord, I'm glad to find the Gale is m, 
And give you Joy of this auſpicious Fortune. 
Plough on your Way, with all your Streamers outs 
With all your glorious Flags and Streamers ride 
Triumphant on — And leave me to the Waves 
The Sands, the Winds, the Rocks, the ſure Deſtruction 
And ready Gulphs, that gape-to ſwallow me. * 
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Theo. It was thy Hand that drew me from the Grave, 

Who had been dead by this time to Ambition, 

To Crowns, to Titles, and my flighted Greatneſs, 

But till as if each Work of thine deſerv'd 

The Smile of Heav'n — Thy Theodofrus met 

With ſomething dearer than his Diadem, 

With all that's worth a Wiſh, that's worth a Life ; 

I met with that which made me leave the World. 
Vara. And I, O Turn of Chance ! O curſed Fortune! 

Have loſt. at once all that could make me happy. 

O ye too partial Pow'rs ! But now no more: 
The Gods, my dear, my moſt lov'd Theadsfius, 


Double all thoſe Joys, that thou haſt met, upon thee ! 8 


For ſure thou art moſt worthy, worthy more 
Than Joe in all his Prodigality 
Can e'er beſtow in Bleſſings on Mankind! 
And Oh, methinks my Soul is ſtrangely mov'd, 
Takes it the more unkindly of her Stars, 
That thou and I cannot be bleſt together: | 
For I muſt leave thee, Friend ! this Night muſt leave 
- thee, | 

To go in doubtful Search of what perhaps 

I ne'er ſhall find; if ſo my cruel Fate 

Has order'd it: Why then farewel for ever; 
For I ſhall never, never ſee thee more. | 

Theo. How ſenſible my tender Soul is 1 

Of what you utter! O my gallant Friend! 
O Brother ! O Yaranes! do not judge * 
By what I ſpeak, for Sighs will interrupt me; 
Judge by my Tears, judge by theſe ſtrict Embraces, 
And by my laſt Reſolve: Tho' I have met 
With what in Silence I ſo long ador'd ; 

Tho', in the Rapture of proteſting Joys, 

I had ſet down 'To-moxrow for my Nuptials ; 
And Atticus To-night prepares the Temple ; 

Yet my Varanes, I will rob my Soul 

Of all her Health, of my Imperial Bride, 

Ang wander with thee in the Search of tha 
On which thy Life depends —— 


C Vara. 
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Vara. If this I ſuffer, | 
Conclude me then begotten of a Hind, 
And bred in Wilds: No, T headofius, no; 
I charge thee by our Friendſhip, and conjure thee 
By all the Gods, to mention this no more: 
Perhaps, dear Friend, I ſhall be ſooner here 
* 'Than you exper or I myſelf imagine : 
What moſt I grieve, is, that I cannot wait 
To ſee your — Vet my Soul is with you, 
And all my Adorations to your Bride. 

Deb. What, my Varanes, will you be ſo cruel 
As not to ſee my Bride before you go? 
Or are you angry at your Rival's Charms, 
Who has already raviſh'd half my Heart, 
That once was all your own ? 

Vara. You know I am diforder'd ! 
My Melancholy will not ſuit her bleſt Condition. 

[Exit Theo. 

And the Gods 2 ſince thou, my Atbenais, 
Art fled from theſe ſick Eyes, all other Women 
To my pall'd Soul ſeem le the Ghoſt of Beauty, 
And haunt my Mem'ry with the Loſs of thee. 


Enter Athenais, Theodoſius leading her. 


Ted. Behold, my Lord, th' Occaſion of my Joy 
Vara. O ye immortal Gods! Aranthes! Oh! 
Look there, and wonder: Ha! 1s't poſlible ? 
Athen. My Lord, the Emp'ror ſays you are his Friend, 
He charges me to uſe my Intereſt, 
And beg of you to ſtay, at leaſt ſo long 
As our Eſpouſals will be ſolemnizing. 
J told him I was honour'd once to know you; 
But that fo ſlightly, as I could not warrant 
The Grant of any Thing that I ſhould aſk you 
Vara. O Heaven and Earth! O Athenais ! why, 
Why doſt thou uſe me thus? Had I the World, 
Thou know'ſt it ſhould be thine. 
Athen. IJ know not that 
But yet, to make ſure Work, one Half of it 


Is 
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Is mine, already, Sir, without your giving. 
My Lord, the Prince is obſtinate, his Glory 
Scorns to be mov'd by the weak Breath of Woman: 
He is all Hero, bent for higher Game. 
Therefore, tis noble, Sir, to let him go: 
If not for him, my Lord, yet for myſelf, 
I muſt intreat the Favour to retire. [Ex. Athen. Cr. 
Vara. Death! and Deſpair! Confuſion! Hell and 
Furies . Virtue ! 

Theo. Heav'n guard thy Health, and ſtill preſerve thy 
What ſhould this mean? I fear the Conſequence ; 

For tis too plain they know each other well. | 

Vara. Undone! Aranthes ! loſt, undone for ever 
I ſee my Doom, I read it with broad Eyes, 

As plain as if I ſaw the Book of Fate: 

Yet I will muſter all my Spirits up, | 

Digeſt my Griefs, ſwallow the riſing Paſſions; 
Yes, I will ſtand the Shock of all the Gods 

Well as I can, and ſtruggle for my Life. 

Theo. You muſe, my Lord; and, if you'll give me leave 
To judge your Thoughts, they ſeem employ d at preſent 
About my Bride: I gueſs you know her too. 

Jara. His Bride! O Gods, give me a Moment's 
I muſt confeſs the Sight of 4thenazs, [ Patience. 
Where I ſo little did expect to ſee her, 

So grac'd and fo adorn'd, did raiſe my Wonder : 

But what exceeds all Admiration, is, 

That you ſhould talk of making her your Bride; 

"Tis ſuch a blind Effect of monſtrous Fortune, 

That tho' I will remember you affirm'd it, 

| 1 cannot yet believe 
Theo. Then now believe me: 

By all the Pow'rs Divine, I will eſpouſe her. 
Vara. Ha! I ſhall leap the Bounds. Come, come, 

my Lord; 

By all theſe Pow'rs you nam'd, I ſay you muſt not. 

Theo, I ſay, I will; and who ſhall bar my Pleaſure ? 
Yet more, I ſpeak the Judgment of my Soul. 

Weigh but with Fortune Merit in the Balance, 
And Athenais loſes by the Marriage. 


E 2 "ara. 
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Vara. Relentleſs Fates! malicious cruel Pow'rs ! 

O for what Crime do you thus rack your Creature ? 
Sir, J muſt tell you, this unkindly Meanneſs 

Suits the Profeſſion of -an Anchorite well : 

But in an Oriental Emperor 

It gives Offence ; nor can you without Scandal, 
Without the Notion of a grov'ling Spirit, 

Eſpouſe the Daughter of old Leontine, 

Whoſe utmoſt Glory is thave been my Tutor. 

Theo. He has ſo well acquitted that Employment, 
Breeding you up to ſuch a gallant Height 
Of full Perfection, and Imperial Greatneſs, 

That ev'n for this Reſpect, if for no other, 
I will eſteem him worthy while I live. 

Vara. My Lord, you'll pardon me a little Freedom ? 
For I muſt boldly urge in ſuch a Cauſe, 

Who overflatters you, tho' ne'er ſo near 
Related to your Blood, ſhould be ſuſpected. 

Theo. If Friendſhip would admit a cold Suſpicion, 
Aſter what I have heard, and ſeen to To-day, 

Of all Mankind I ſhould ſuſpect Yaranes. 

Vara. He has ſtung me to the Heart; my Groans will 
Unleſs my ſtruggling Paſſion gets a Vent. [choak me, 
Out with it then I can no more diſſemble—— 
Yes, yes, my Lord : Since you reduce me to 
The laſt Neceſſity, I muſt confeſs it; 

I muſt avow my Flame for 4thenars. 

am all Fire, my Paſſion eats me up, 

It grows incorp'rate with my Fleſh and Blood: 
My Pangs redouble ; now they cleave my Heart ! 
O Athenais ! O Eudefia - oh 
Tho' plain as Day I fee my own Deſtruction, 

Yet to my Death, and oh, let all the Gods 

Bear Witneſs ! ſtill 1 ſwear J will adore thee. 

Theo. Alas! Yaranes ! Which of us two the Heav'ns 
Have mark'd for Death, is yet above the Stars; 

But, while we live, let us preſerve our Friendſhip 
Sacred and juſt, as we have ever done. 

This only Mean in two ſuch hard Extremes 

| Remains for both: To-morro you ſhall fee her, 


With 
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With all Advantage, in her own Apartment ; 

Take your own Time, ſay all you can to gain her; 

If you can win her, lead her into Perſia; 

If not, conſent that I eſpouſe her here. 

Vara. Still worſe and worſe! O THeodeſius! oh! 

I cannot ſpeak for Sighs : My Death is ſeal'd 

By this laſt Sweetneſs : Had you been leſs good, 

I might have hop'd: Bnt now my Doom's at Hand. 

Go then, and take her, take her to the Temple : 

The Gods too give you Joy ! O Athenais! 

Why does thy Image mock my fooliſh Sorrow ? 

O Theodiſius, do not ſee my Tears: 

Away, and leave me; leave me to the Grave. 

Theo. Farewel ; let's leave the Iſſue to the Heav ns, 

I will prepare your Way with all that Honour 

Can urge in your Behalf, tho' to my Ruin. [Ex. Theo, 
Vara. O] could tear my Limbs, and eat my Fletl: ! 

Fool that I was, fond, proud, vain-glorious Fool! 

Damn'd be all Courts, and treble damn'd Ambition! 

Blaſted be thy Remembrance! Curſes on thee !. 

And Plagues on Plagues fall on thoſe Fools that ſeek thee! 
Aranth. Have Comfort, Sir 
Vara. Away, and leave me, Villain ! 

Traitor, who wrought me firſt to my Deſtruftion ! — 

Yet flay, and help, help-me to curſe my Pride, 

Help me to wiſh that I had ne'er been Royal, 

That I had never heard the Name of Cyrus, 

That my firſt Brawl in Court had been my laſt. 

O that I had been born ſome happy Swain, 

And never known a Life ſo great, fo vain ! 

Where I Extremes might not be forc'd to chooſe, 

And, bleſt with ſome mean Wife, no Crown could loſe; 

Where the dear Partner of my little State, 


With all her ſmiling Offspring at the Gate, 


Bleſſing my Labours, might my coming wait: 
Where in our humble Beds all ſafe might lie, 
And not in curſed Courts for Glory die = [Exeunt. 
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Chor. 


Chor. 


Chor. 


SONG. 


I 


2 IL to the Myrtle Shade, 
All hail to the Nymphs of the Fields ! 
Kings æuould not here invade 
7 hoſe Pleaſures that Virtue yields. 
Beauty here ojens her Arms, 
To ten the languijhing Mind; 
And Phyllis anlocis her Charms, 
Ah Phyllis! ob auby fo kind? 


II 


Phyllis, thou Soul of Lowe, 

Thou Foy of the neighbouring Swains ; 
Phyllis that crowns the Grove, 4 
And Phyllis that gilds the Plains; 

Phyllis, that ne er had the Skill, 


To paint, to patch, and be fine ; 


Yet Phyllis whoſe Eyes can kill, 
Whom Nature hath made Divine; © 


III. 
Phyllis, «vho/e charming Song 
Makes Labour and Pains a Delight ; 
Phyllis that makes the Day young, 
And fhortens the live long Night ; 
Phyllis, who/e Lips, lite May, 
Still laugb at the Sabeets they bring; 
Where Love never knows Decay, 
But ſets with eternal Spring. 
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BETTA 
ACT W. SCENE. I. 


Enter Marcian, and Lucius at a Diſtance. 


1 Z IN 


MaARCIAX. 


n Gen'ral of the Oriental Armies 
Was a Commiſſion large as Fate could give. 


* a 2 
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is gone. Why what care I ? O For- 
Je) rune, Fortune! 
Thou laughing Empreſs of this buſy 
World! 
Matcias defies thee now. 
Why what a Thing 1s a diſcarded Favourite ? 
He who but now, tho' longing to retire, 
Cou'd not for buſy Waiters be alone, 
Throng'd in his Chamber, haunted to his Cloſet, 
With a full Croud, and an eternal Court; 
When once the Favour of his Prince is turn'd; 
Shunn'd as a Ghoſt, the clouded Man appears, 
And all the gaudy Worſhippers forſake him. 
So fares it now with me: Where- e' er I come, 
As if I were another Catiline, 
The Courtiers riſe, and no Man will fit near me: 
As if the Plague were on me, all Men fly me: 
O Lucius Lucius if thou leav'ſt me too, 
I think, I think, I could not bear it; 
But, like a Slave, my Spirit, broke with SuFring, 
Should on theſe coward Knees fall —_ and beg 
Once to be great again | 
Luc. Forbid it, Heav'n! + 9 
That e'er the noble Marcian condeſcend . 
To aſk of any, but th' immortal Gods ! 
Nay, I avow, if yet your Spirit dare, 
Spight of the Court, you ſhall be great as Cz/ar. 
Marc. No, Lucius, no; the Gods re an that Humour, 
Yet ſince we are alone, and muſt ere 
C4 Leave 
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Leave this bad Court; let us, like Veterans, 
Speak out — Thou ſayſt, alas ! as great as Cz/ar : 
But where's his Greatneſs ? Where 1s his Ambition ? 
If any Sparks of Virtue yet remain 
In this poor Figure of the Reman Glory ; 
I ſay, if any be, how dim they ſhine, 
Compar'd with what his great Forefathers were 
How ſhould he lighten, then, or awe the World, 
Whoſe Soul in Courts is but a lambent Fire; 
And ſcarce, O Rome, a Glow-worm in the Field? 
Soft, Young, Religious! God-like Qualities 
For one that ſhould recover the loſt Empire, 
And wade thro” Seas of Blood, and walk o'er Mountains 
Of ſaughter'd Bodies ! to immortal Honour! 
Luc. Poor Heart! he pin'd awhile ago for Love. 
Marc. And for his Miſtreſs vow'd to leave the World; 
But ſome new Chance, it ſeems, has chang'd his Mind. 
A Marriage ! but to whom, or whence ſhe came, 
None knows; but yet a Marriage is-proclaim'd ; 
Pageants prepar d; the Arches are adorn'd ; 
The Statues crown'd;; the Hzpj odrome does groan 
Beneath the Burden of the mounted Warriors ; 
The Theatre is open'd too, where he 
And the hot Perfian mean to act their Follies. 
Gods! Gods! Is this the Image of our Cæſars? 
Is this the Image of our Romulus ? | 
O why ſo poorly have you ftamp'd Rome's Glory ? 
Not Rome's, but yours ! Is this Man fit to bear it? 
This waxen Portraiture of Majeſty 
Which ev'ry warmer Paſſion does melt down, 
And makes him fonder than a Woman's Longing ! 
Luc. Thus much I know, to the eternal Shame 
Of the Imperial Blood ; this upſtart Empreſs, 
This fine new Queen, is ſprung from abject Parents; 
Nay, baſely born! But that's all one to him: 
He likes and loves, and therefore marries her. 
Marc. Shall I not ſpeak ? Shall I not tell him of it ? 
J feel this big-ſwoln throbbing Roman Spirit 
Will burſt, unleſs I utter what I ought. 


Enter 
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Euter Pulcheria with a Paper in her Hand, and Julia. 


Marc. Pulcheria here! why ſhe's the Scourge of Mar- 
I tremble too whenever ſhe wg [cian; 
And my Heart dances an unuſual Meaſure : 
Spight of myſelf, I bluſh, and cannot ſtir, 
While ſhe is here What, Lucius, can this mean ? 
"Tis ſaid Calpburnia had the Heart of Cæſar; 
Auguſtus doted on the ſubtle Livia: 
Why then ſhould I not worſhip that fair Anger ? 
Oh didit thou mark her, when her Fury lighten'd ? 
She ſeem'd all Goddeſs ; nay, her Frowns became her : 
There was a Beauty in her very Wildneſs. 
Were I a Man born great as our firſt Founder, 
Sprung from the Blood Divine But I am caſt, 
FF" Beyond all Poſlibility of Hope 
Pulch. Come hither, Marcian ! read this Paper o'er, 
And mark the ſtrange Neglect of Theodoſius: 
He ſigns whate'er I bring ; perhaps you've heard 
To-morrow he intends to wed a Maid of Athens, 
New-made a Chriſtian, and new-nam'd Eudeſia; 
Whom he more dearly prizes than his Empire: 
Yet in this Paper he hath ſet his Hand, 
And ſeal'd it too with the Imperial Signet, 
That ſhe ſhould loſe her Head To-morrow Morning. 
Marc. Tis not tor me to judge; yet this ſeems ſtrange. 
Pulch. I know he rather would commit a Murder 
On his own Perſon, than permit a Vein 
Of her to bleed ; yet, Marcian, what might follow. 
f I were envious of this Virgin's Honour, 
By his raſh paſſing whatſoe'er I offer 
Without a View! Ha! but I had forgot: l 
ſulia let's haſte from this infectious Perſon 
| had forgot that Marcian was a Lraitor: 
Yet, by the Pow'rs Divine, I ſwear 'tis pity, 
That one ſo farm'd by Nature for all Honour, 
All Titles, Greatneſs, Dignities Imperial, 
The nobleſt Perſon, and the braveſt Courage, 
Should not be honeſt: Julia, is't not pity ! 
oy - 0 
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O Marcian, Marcian ! I could weep to think 
Virtue ſhould loſe itſelf as thine has done. 
Repent, raſh Man, if yet 'tis not too late, 
And mend thy Errors; ſo farewel for ever. 
[Exit Pulch. Jul. 
Marc. Farewel for ever! no, Madam, ere I go, 
I am reſolv'd to ſpeak, and you ſhall hear me: 
Then, if you pleaſe, take off this Traitor's Head ; 
End my Commiſſion and my Life together. 

Luc. Perhaps you'll laugh at what I'm going to ſay; 
But by your Life, my Lord, I think tis true: 
Pulcheria loves this Traitor! Did you mark her? 

At firſt ſhe had forgot your Baniſhment ; 

Makes you her Counſellor, and tells her Secrets, 

As to a Friend ; nay, leaves them in your Hand, 
And ſays, 'T'is pity that you are not honeſt! 

With ſuch Deſcription of your Gallantry, 

As none but Love could make: Then, taking leave, 
Thro' the dark Laſhes of her darting Eyes, 
Methought ſhe ſhot her Soul at ev'ry Glance ; 


Still looking back, as if ſhe had a Mind 
That von Manld know ſhe loft hor Hen kahind her 


In mere Perfumes, and od'rous Diitillations, 


Of Sefterces at once Four hundred Millions - 
„e 2 4 4122 
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4 
And wanton Cupids dance, and clap their Wings. 
No Matter what becomes of the poor Soldiers, 
So they perform the Drudg'ry they are fit for! 
Why, let 'em ſtarve for want of their Arrears, 
Drop as they go, and lie like Dogs in Ditches. 

Theo. Come, you're a Traitor! 
Marc. Go to, you're a Boy! 
Or by the Gods | 

_ Thee. If Arrogance like this, 
And to the Emp'ror's Face, ſhould 'ſcape unpuniſh'd, 
Fll write myſelf a Coward. Die then, Villain, 

A Death too glorious for ſo bad a Man, 
By Theodefrus' Hand. [ Marcian Aſarms him, 
[ but is wounded. 


Marc. Now, Sir, where are you? 

What, in the Name of all our Roman Spirits, 
Now charms my Hand from giving thee thy Fate ? 
Has he not cut me off from all my Honours ? 
Torn my Commiſſions, ſham'd me to the Earth, 
Baniſh'd the Court, a Vagabond for ever ? 
Does not the Soldier hourly aſk it from me? 

Sigh 
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SCENE II. 


Theodoſius /ying on a Couch, with two Boys dreſi d like 
Cupids finging to him as he ſleeps, 


$SONG. 


Happy Day ! ah happy Day, 
That Czſar's Beams did firſt diſplay ! 
So peaceful was the happy Day, 
The Gods themſelves aid all look down, 
The Royal Infant Birth to crown, 
So pleas'd, they ſcarce did on the Guilty frown, 


Hafjpy Day ! ab happy Day ! 
And ob thrice hatjy Hour, 

That made ſuch Goodneſs Maſter of ſuch Poxw'r ! 
Fur thus the Gods declare to Men, 

No Day ike this ſhall ever come agen. 


OL JF. 
KXAVUN om m EMPITE its dear Ticalkii, 
Well-being, Happineſs, and anvent Glory ? 
Cor om in ie gichopgurghle Ven? = 
Shall he, 1 ſay, dream on, while the ſtarv'd Troops | 
Lie cold and waking in the Winter Camp ; 
And, like pin'd Birds, for want of Suſtenance, 
Feed on the Haws and Berries of the Fields ? 
O temper, temper me, ye gracious Gods; 
Give to my Hand Forbearance, to my Heart 
Its conſtant Loyalty: I would but ſhake him, 
Rouſe him a little from this Death of Honour, 
And ſhew him what he ſhould be. 

Theo. You accuſe me, 
As if I were ſome Monſter, moſt unheard of : 
Firſt, as the Ruin of the Army ; then, 
Of taking your Commiſſion : But, by Heav'n, 
I ſwear, O Marcian ! this I never did, 
Nor e'er intended it: Nor ſay I this 
To alter thy ſtern Uſage ; for with what [brance, 
Thou'ſt ſaid, and done, and brought to my Remem- 
I grow. already weary of my Life. 

Marc. My Lord, I take your Word: You do not know 
The Wounds which rage within your Country's Bowels ; 
The horrid Uſage of the ſuff”ring Soldier: 1 

ut 
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Leave this bad Court ; let us, like Veterans, 
Speak out — Thou ſayſt, alas! as great as Cz/ar : 
But where's his Greatneſs ? Where 1s his Ambition ? 
If any Sparks of Virtue yet remain | 
In this poor Figure of the Reman Glory; 
I fay, if any be, how dim they ſhine, 
Compar'd with what his great Forefathers were 
How ſhould he lighten, then, or awe the World, 
Whoſe Soul in Courts is but a lambent Fire ; 
And ſcarce; O Rome, a Glow-worm in the Field? 
Soft, Young, Religious! God-like Qualities 
For one that ſhould recover the loſt Empire, 
And wade thro' Seas of Blood, and walk o'er Mountains 
Of ſlaughter'd Bodies! to immortal Honour! 
Luc. Poor Heart! he pin'd awhile ago for Love. 
Marc. And for his Miſtreſs vow'd to leave the World; 
But ſome new Chance, it ſeems, has chang'd his Mind. 
A Marriage ! but to whom, or whence ſhe came, 
None knows ; but yet a Marriage is proclaim'd ; 
Pageants prepar d; the Arches are adorn'd ; 
The Statues crown'd; the Hip odrome does groan 
Beneath the Burden of the mounted Warriors ; 
The Theatre is open'd too, where he 
And the hot Perfian mean to act their Follies. 
Gods! Gods! Is this the Image of our Cz/ars ? 
Is this the Image of our Romulus ? 
O why ſo poorly have you ſtamp'd Rome's Glory? 
Not Reme's, but yours ! Is this Man fit to bear it? 
This waxen Portraiture of Majeſty ! 
Which ev'ry warmer Paſſion does melt down, 
And makes him fonder than a Woman's Longing | 
Luc. Thus much I know, to the eternal Shame 
Of the Imperial Blood; this upſtart Empreſs, 
This fine new Queen, is ſprung from abject Parents; 
Nay, baſely born! But that's all one to him: 
He likes and loves, and therefore marries her. 
Marc. Shall I not ſpeak ? Shall I not tell him of it ? 
T feel this big-ſwoln throbbing Roman Spirit 
Will burſt, unleſs I utter what I ought. 


Euter 
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Euter Pulcheria with a Paper in her Hand, and Julia. 


Marc. Pulcheria here! why ſhe's the Scourge of Mar- 

I tremble too whenever ſhe — [cian ; 

And my Heart dances an unuſual Meaſure : 

Spight of myſelf, I bluſh, and cannot ſtir, 

While ſhe is here What, Lucius, can this mean ? 

"Tis ſaid Ca/phurnia had the Heart of Cæſar; 

Auguſtus doted on the ſubtle Livia: 

Why then ſhould I not worſhip that fair Anger? 

Oh did thou mark her, when her Fury lighten'd ? 

She ſeem'd all Goddeſs ; nay, her Frowns became her : 

There was a Beauty in her very Wildneſs. 

Were I a Man born great as our firſt Founder, 

Sprung from the Blood Divine But I am caſt, 

Beyond all Poſſibility of Hope — 

Pulch. Come hither, Marcian ! read this Paper o'er, 

And mark the ſtrange Neglect of Theodoſius: 

He figns whate'er I bring ; perhaps you've heard 

To-morrow he intends to wed a Maid of Athens, 

New-made a Chriſtian, and new-nam'd Eudora ; 

Whom he more dearly prizes than his Empire: 

Yet in this Paper he hath ſet his Hand, 

And ſeal'd it too with the Imperial Signet, 

That ſhe ſhould loſe her Head To-morrow Morning. 
Marc. Tis not for me to judge; yet this ſeems ſtrange. 
Pulch, I know he rather would commit a Murder 

On his own Perſon, than permit a Vein 

Of her to bleed; yet, Marcian, what might follow. 

If I were envious of this Virgin's Honour, 

By his raſh paſſing whatſoe'er I offer 

Without a View! Ha! but I had forgot: 

Julia let's haſte from this infectious Perſon 

| had forgot that Marcian was a Lraitor: 


Yet, by the Pow'rs Divine, I ſwear tis pity, 
That one ſo form'd by Nature for all Honour, 
All Titles, Greatneſs, Dignities Imperial, 
The nobleſt Perſon, and the braveſt Courage, 
Should not be honeſt ;. Julia, is't not pity ! 
C 6 9 
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O Marcian, Marcian ! 1 could weep to think 

Virtue ſhould loſe itſelf as thine has done. 

Repent, raſh Man, if yet 'tis not too late, 

And mend thy Errors; ſo farewel for ever. 

AV [Exit Pulch. Jul. 
Marc. Farewel for ever! no, Madam, ere I go, 

I am reſolv'd to ſpeak, and you ſhall hear me: 
Then, if you pleaſe, take off this Traitor's Head ; 
End my Commiſſion and my Life together. 

Luc. Perhaps you'll laugh at what I'm going to ſay ; 
But by your Life, my Lord, I think 'tis true: 
Pulcheria loves this Traitor ! Did you mark her ? 

At firſt ſhe had forgot your Baniſhment ; 
Makes you her Counſellor, and tells her Secrets, 
As to a Friend ; nay, leaves them in your Hand, 
And ſays, *Tis pity that you are not honeſt ! 
With ſuch Deſcription of your Gallantry, 
- As none but Love could make: 'Then, taking leave, 
Thro' the dark Laſhes of her darting Eyes, 
Methought ſhe ſhot her Soul at ev'ry Glance ; 
Still looking, back, as if ſhe had a Mind 
That you ſhould know ſhe left her Heart behind her. 
Marc. Alas! thou doit not know her, nor do I : 
Nor can the Wit of all Mankind conceive her. 
But let's away. This Paper is of Uſe. 
Luc. I gueſs your Purpoſe: 
He is a Boy, and as a Boy you'll uſe him: 
There is no other Way. 
Marc. Ves, if he be not 
Quite dead with Sleep, for ever loſt to Honour, 
Marcian with this ſhall rouſe him. O, my Lucius / 
Methinks the Ghoſts of the Great Theodofrus, | 
And thund'ring Conſtantine, appear before me: 
They charge me as a Soldier to chaſtize him, 
To laſh him with keen Words from lazy Love, 
And ſtew him how they trod the Paths of Honour. 
[Exeunt. 


SCENE 


The Force of Love. 59 


SCENE. II. 


Theodoſius Hing on a Couch, with two Boys dreſi d like 
Cupids ſinging to him as he ſleeps, 


SONG. 


Happy Day ! ah happy Day, 
That Czſar's Beams did firſt diſplay ! 
So peaceful was the happy Day, 
The Gods themſelves aid all laok down, 
The Royal Infant's Birth to crown, 
So pleas d, they ſcarce did on the Guilty frown, 


Hatpy Day! ab happy Day! 
And ob thrice hatty Hour, 
That made ſuch Goodneſs Maſter of ſuch Pow'r ! 
For thus the Gods declare to Men, 
No Day like this ſhall ever come agen. 


Enter Marcian with an Order. 


Theo. Ha! what raſh Thing art thou, who ſett'ſt ſo 
A Value on thy Life, thus to preſume [ſmall 
Againft the fatal Orders I have giv'n, 

Thus to entrench on Cz/ar's Solitude, 

And urge me to thy Ruin? . 

Marc. Mighty Cz/ar, 

I have tranſgreſs'd, and for my Pardon bow 

To thee, as to the Gods, when I offend : 

Nor can I doubt your Mercy, when you know 

The Nature of my Crime. I am commiſſion'd 

From all the Earth to give thee Thanks and Praiſes, 

Thou Darling of Mankind ! whoſe conqu'ring Arms 

Already drown the Glory of great Julius“ 

Whoſe deeper Reach in Laws and Policy 

Makes wiſe Auguſtus envy thee in Heav'n ! 

What mean the Fates by ſuch prodigious Virtue ? 

When ſcarce the manly Down yet ſhades thy Face, 
C 6 With: 
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With Conqueſts thus to over run the World, 
And make Barbarians tremble? O, ye Gods 
Should Deſtiny now end thee in the Bloom 
Methinks I ſee thee mourn'd above the Loſs 
Of lov'd Germanicus ; thy Funerals, 
Like his, are ſolemniz'd with Tears and Blood. 
Theo. How, Marcian ! | 
Marc. Yes, the raging Multitude, 
Like Torrents, ſet no Bound to their mad Grief ; 
Shave their Wives Heads, and tear off their own Hair; 
With wild Deſpair they bring their Infants out, 
To brawl their Parents Sorrow in the Streets : 
Trade is no more, all Courts of Juſtice ſtopt ; 
With Stones they daſh the Windows of their Temples, 
Pull down their Altars ; break their Houſhold Gods ; 
And ſtill the univerſal Groan is this, 
Conflantinople's loſt, our Empire's ruin'd : 
Since he is gone, that Father of his Country; 
Since he is — O Life, where is thy Pleaſure ? 
O Rame! O conquer'd World! where is thy Glory? 
Theo. I know thee well, thy Cuſtom and thy Manners. 
Thou doſt vpbraid me: but no more of this, 
Not for thy Life — 
Marc. What's Life without my Honour ? 
Could you transform yourſelf into a Gorgon, 
Or make that beardleſs Face like Jupiter's, 
I would be heard in ſpite of all your Thunder: 
O Pow'r of Guilt! you fear to ſtand the Teſt, 
Which Virtue brings; like Sores, your Vices ſhake 
Before this Roman Healer. But, by th' Gods, 
Before I go, I'll rip the Malady, 
And let the Venom flow before your Eyes. 
This is a Debt to the Great Theodhſius, 
The Grandfather of your illuſtrious Blood; 
And then farewel for ever 
Theo. Preſuming Marcian ! 
What canſt thou urge againſt my Innocence ? 
Thro' the whole Courſe of all my harmleſs Youth, 
Ev'n to this Hour, I cannot call to mind 


One wicked Act which I have done to ſhame me. , 
- N arr. 
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Marc. This may be true: yet if you give the Sway 
To other Hands, and your poor Subjects ſuffer, 
Your Negligence to them is as the Cauſe. 
O. Theodoſius, credit me, who know 
The World, and hear how Soldiers cenſure Kings: 
In After- times, if thus you ſhould go on, 
Your Memory by Warriors will be ſcorn'd, 
As much as Nero or Caligula loath'd ; 
They will deſpiſe your Sloth, and backward Eaſe, 
More than they hate the others Cruelty, 
And what a Thing, ye Gods, is Scorn, or Pity ? 
Heap on me, Heav'n, the Hate of all Mankind ; 
Load me with Malice, Envy, Deteſtation : 
Let me be horrid to all Apprehenſion, 
And the World ſhun me, ſo I eſcape but Scorn. 
Theo. Pr'ythee, no more. | 
Marc. Nay, when the Legions make Compariſons ; 
And ſay, Thus cruel Nero once reſolv'd, ; 
On Galba's Inſurrection, for Revenge, | 
To give all France as Plunder to the Army; 
To poiſon the whole Senate at a Feaſt ; 
To burn the Senate, turn the wild Beaſts out, 
Bears, Lions, Tigers, on the Multitude ; 
That ſo obſtructing thoſe that quench'd the Fire, 
He might at once deſtroy rebellious Rome. 
Theo. O Cruelty ! why tell'ſt thou me of this? 
Am I of ſuch a barb'rous bloody Temper ? 2 
Marc. Yet ſome will ſay, This ſhew'd he had a Spirit, 
However fierce, avenging, and pernicious, 
That ſavour'd of a Roman: But for you, 
What can your partial Sycophants invent, 
To make you Room among the Emperors ? 
Whoſe utmoſt is the {ſmalleſt Part of Nero; 
A pretty Player, one that can a& a Hero, 
And never be one. O y' immortal Gods, 
Is this the old Cz/arian Majeſty ? 
Now, in the Name of our great Romulus, 
Why ſing you not, and fiddle too, as he did? 
Why have you not, like Nero, a Phonaſcus ? 
One to take care of your celeſtial Voice: 
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Lie on your Back, my Lord; and on your Stomach 
Lay a thin Plate of Lead; abſtain from Fruits; 
And when the Buſineſs of the Stage is done, 
Retire with your looſe Friends to coſtly Banquets, 
While the'lean Army groans upon the Ground. 
Theo. Leave me, I fay, leſt I chaſtize thee : Hence! 
Be gone, I ſay — 
Marc. Not till you've heard me out 
Build too, like him, a Palace lin'd with Gold, 
As long and large as that of th' E/qui/zne : 
Incloſe a Pool too in it, like the Sea; 
And at the Empire's Coſt let Navies meet: 
Adorn your ſtarry Chambers too with Gems ; 
Contrive the plated Cielings to turn round, 
With Pipes to caft Ambroſian Oils upon you: 
Conſume, with his prodigious Vanity, | 
In mere Perfumes, and od'rous Diſtillations, 
Of Seſterces at once Four hundred Millions: 
Let naked Virgins wait you at your Table, 
And wanton Cupids dance, and clap their Wings. 
No Matter what becomes of the poor Soldiers, 
So they perform the Drudg'ry they are fit for! 
Why, let 'em ſtarve for want of their Arrears, 
Drop as they go, and lie like Dogs in Ditches. 
Theo. Come, you're a Traitor ! 
Marc. Go to, you're a Boy! 
Or by the Gods — | 
Theo. If Arrogance like this, 
And to the Emp'ror's Face, ſhould ſcape unpuniſh'd, 
I'll write myſelf a Coward. Die then, Villain, 
A Death too glorious for ſo bad a Man, 
By Theodofrus' Hand. [ Marcian a:/arms him, 
[ but is wounded. 


Marc. Now, Sir, where are you? 

What, in the Name of all our Roman Spirits, 
Now charms my Hand from giving thee thy Fate ? 
Has he not cut me off from all my Honours ? 
Torn my Commiſhons, ſham'd me to the Earth, 
Baniſh'd the Court, a Vagabond for ever ? 

Does not the Soldier hourly aſk it from me ? 
| Sigh 
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Sigh their own Wrongs, and beg me to revenge 'em ? 
What hinders now, but that I mount the Throne, 
And make, beſides, this purple Youth my Footſtool ? 
The Armies court me : and my Country's Cauſe, 
The Injuries of Rome and Greece, perſuade me. 
Shew but this Roman Blood which he has drawn, 
They1l make me Emp'ror whether I will or no: 
Did not, for leſs than this, the latter Brutus, 
Becauſe he thought Rome wrong'd, in Perſon head 
Againſt his Friend a black Conſpiracy, 
And ſtab the Majeſty of all the World ? 
Theo. Act as you pleaſe: I am within your Pow'r. 
Marc. Did not the former Brutus, for the Crime 
Of Sextus, drive old Targuin from his Kingdom? 
And ſhall this Prince too, by permitting others 
To act their wicked Wills, and lawleſs Pleaſures, 
Raviſh from th' Empire its dear Health, | 
Well-being, Happineſs, and antient'Glory ? 
Go on in this diſhonourable Reſt ? 
Shall he, I ſay, dream on, while the ſtary'd Troops 
Lie cold and waking in the Winter Camp ; 
And, like pin'd Birds, for want of Suſtenance, 
Feed on the Haws and Berries of the Fields ? 
O temper, temper me, ye gracious Gods; 
Give to my Hand Forbearance, to my Heart 
Its conſtant Loyalty: I would but ſhake him, 
Rouſe him a little from this Death of Honour, 
And ſhew him what he ſhould be. 
Theo. You accuſe me, 
As if I were ſome Monſter, moſt unheard of: 
Firſt, as the Ruin of the Army; then, 
Of taking your Commiſſion : But, by Heav'n, 
I ſwear, O Marcian ! this I never did, 
Nor e'er intended it: Nor ſay I this 
To alter thy ſtern Uſage ; for with what brance, 
Thou'ſt ſaid, and done, and brought to my Remem- 
I grow already weary of my Liſfſe. | 
Marc. My Lord, I take your Word: You do not know 
The Wounds which rage within your Country's Bowels ; 
The horrid Uſage of the ſuf ring Soldier: 1 
ut 
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But why will not our Theodofius know, 

If you entruſt the Government to others, 
That act theſe Crimes; who but yourſelf's to blame? 
Be witneſs, O ye Gods! of my plain Dealing, 
Of Marcian's Honeſty, howe'er degraded. 

I thank you for my Baniſhment : but, alas ! 
My Loſs is little to what ſoon will follow; 
Reflect but on yourſelf, and your own Joys; 
Let not this Lethargy for ever hold you. 

"Twas rumour'd thro' the City, that you lov'd ; 
That your Eſpouſals ſhould be ſolemniz d; 
When on a ſudden here you ſend your Orders 
That this bright Favourite, the lov'd Eude/ia, 
Should loſe her Head. 

Theo. Oh Heav'n and Earth! What ſay'ſ thou? 
That I have ſeal'd the Death of my Eua/ia ? 

Marc. "Tis your own Hand and Signet: Yet I ſwear, 
Tho' you have giv'n to Female Hands your Sway, 
And therefore I, as well as the whole Army, 

For ever ought to curſe all Womankind ; 

Yet, when the Virgin came, as ſhe was doom'd, 
And, on the Scaffold, for that Purpoſe rais'd 
Without the Walls, appear'd before the Army — 

Theo. What! on a Scaffold! ha! before the Army 
Marc. How quickly was the Tide of Fury turn'd 
To ſoft Compaſſion, and relenting Tears ? But when the 
Sever'd the brighteſt Beauty of the Earth [Axe 

From that fair Body, had you heard the Groan, 
Which, like a Peal of diſtant Thunder, ran 

Thro' all the armed Hoſt, you would have thought, 
By the immediate Darkneſs that fell round us, 
Whole Nature was concern'd at ſuch a Suff ' ring, 
And all the Gods were angry. 

Theo. O Pulcheria ! © | 
Cruel ambitious Siſter ! this muſt be 
Thy doing. Oh ſupport me, noble Marciar / 

Now, now's the Time, if thou dar'ſt ſtrike; behold, 

I after thee my Breaſt; with my laſt Breath, 

I' thank. thee too, if now thou draw'ſt my Blood. 
5 Y. 94 Were 
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Were I to live, thy Counſel ſhall dire& me; 
But 'tis too late — He favors, 

Marc. He faints ! what, hoa there ! Lucius ! 

— Enter Lucius. 
My Lord the Emperor, Eudbſia lives; 
She's here, or will be, in a Minute, Moment: 
Quick as the Thought, ſhe calls you to the Temple. 
Oh, Lucius, help I've gone too far; but ſee, 
He breathes again _— has awak'd him. 

Theo. Did not you name Zudo/ia ? 
Marc. Yes, ſhe lives: 

I did but feign the Story of her Death, 
To find how near you plac'd her to your Heart : 
And may the Gods rain all their Plagues upon me, 
If ever I rebuke you thus again! _ r 
Yet 'tis moſt certain, that you ſign'd her Death, 
Not knowing what the wiſe Pulcheria offer'd, 
Who left it in my Hand to ſtartle you: 
But by my Life and Fame, I did not think 
It would have touch'd your Life. O pardon me, 
Dear Prince, my Lord, my Emp'ror, Royal Maſter ! 
Droop not becauſe I utter'd ſome raſh Words, 
And was a Madman —— By th'Immortal Gods ! 
I love you as my Soul: Whate'er I ſaid, 
My Thoughts were otherwiſe ; believe theſe Tears, 
Which do not uſe to flow: All ſhall be well. 
I ſwear that there are Seeds in that ſweet Temper, 
T'atone for all the Crimes in this bad Age. 

Theo. I thank thee firſt for my Eudoſia's Life. 
What, but my Love, could have call'd back that Life 
Which thou haſt made me hate? But ob, methought, 
"Twas hard, dear Marcian, very hard, from thee, 
From him I ever rev'renc'd as my Father, 

To hear fo harſh a Meſſage! But no more: 
We're Friends : Thy Hand, Nay, if thou walt not riſe, 
And let me fold my Arms about thy Neck, 

I'll not believe thy Love! In this forgive me. 

Firſt let me wed Eudhſia, and we'll out; 

We will, my General, and make Amends 

For all that's paſt : Glory and Arms, ye call, 

And Marcian leads me on — Marc. 
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Marc. Let her not reſt then ; 
Eſpouſe her ſtrait : I'll ſtrike you at a Heat. 
May this great Humour get large Growth within you ; 
And be encourag'd by the embold'ning Gods ! | 
O what a Sight will this be to the Soldier, 
To ſee me bring you drels'd in ſhining Armour, 
To head the ſhouting Squadrons O ye Gods! 
Methinks I hear the echoing Cries of Joy, 
The Sounds of Trumpets, and the Beat of Drums. 
I ſee each ſtarving Soldier bound from Earth, 
As if a God by Miracle had .rais'd him; 
And, with beholding you, grow fat again: 
Nothing but gazing Eyes, and op' ning Mouths, 
Cheeks red with Joy, and lifted Hands about you ; 
Some wiping the glad Tears that trickle down 
With broken 4's, and with ſobbing Raptures, 
Crying, To Arms ; he's come ; our Emp'ror's come 
To win the World. Why is not this far better 
Than lolling in a Lady's Lap, and ſleeping, 
Faſting, or praying? Come, come, you ſhall be merry: 
And, for Eadofea, He is yours already : 
Marcian has ſaid it, Sir, he ſhall be yours. 

Theo. Oh Marcien! Oh my Brother! Father! all! 
Thou beſt of Friends ! moſt faithful Counſellor ! 
I'll find a Match for thee too, ere I reſt, 
To make thee love me, For when thou art with me, 
I'm ftrong and well ; but when thou'rt gone, I'm no- 
| ſthing. - 


Enter Athenais, meeting Theodoſius. 


" Theo. Alas! Eudzfia, tell me what to ſay; 
For my full Heart can ſcarce bring forth a Word 
Of that which I have ſworn to ſee perform'd. 
Athen. I'm perfectly obedient to your Pleaſure. 
Theo. Well, then, I come to tell thee, that YVaranes 
Of all Mankind is neareſt to my Heart. 
I love him, dear Euaoſia; and to prove 
That Love on Trial, all my Blood's too little : 
Ev'n thee, if I were ſure to die this Moment, 


(As Heav'n alone can tell how far my Fate T 
> 


The Force of Love. , 67 


Is off) O thou, my Soul's moſt tender Joy, 
With my laſt Breath I would bequeath him thee, 
Aihen. Then you are pleas'd, my Lord, to yield me 
to him. | 
Theo, No, my FEadefia ; no, I will, not yield thee, 
While I have Liſe ; for Worlds I will not yield thee: 
Yet, thus far I'm engag'd to let thee know, 
He loves thee, Athenatis, more than ever; 
He languiſhes, deſpairs, and dies like me : 
And I have paſs'd my Word, that he ſhall ſee thee. 
Athen. Ah, Sir, what have you done againſt yourſelf, 
And me? Why have you paſs'd your fatal Word? 
Why will you truſt me, who am now afraid 
To truſt myſelf? Why do you leave me naked 
To an Aſſault, Who had made Proof my Virtue, . 
With this ſure Guard, never to ſee him more. 
For, oh! with trembling Agonies I ſpeak it, 
I cannot ſee a Prince, whom once I lov'd, 
Bath'd in his Grief, and gaſping at my Feet, 
In all the violent Trances of Deſpair, 
Without a Sorrow that perhaps may end me. 
Theo, O ye ſeverer Pow'rs ! too eruel Fate 
Did ever Love'tread ſuch a Maze before ? 
Yet, 4thenais, till I truft thy Virtue ; 
But if thy bleeding Heart cannot refrain, 
Give, give thyſelf away; yet ſtill remember, 
That Moment Theodsfius is no more 
[Exit Theo. with Attic. Pulc. Leon. 
 Athen. Now, Glory! now, if ever thou didſt work 
In Woman's Mind, aſſiſt me Oh, my Heart 
Why doſt thou throb, as if thou wert a breaking ? 
Down, down, I fay ; think on thy Injuries, 
Thy Wrongs, thy Wromgh ! *Tis well: My Eyes are dry, 
And all within my Boſom now is till. | 
Enter Varanes, leaning on Aranthes. 
Ha! is this he? or is it Varane, Ghoſt? 
He looks as if he had beſpoke his Grave, 
Trembling and pale; I muſt not dare to view him. 
For, Oh, I feel his Melancholy here, 
And fear I ſhall too ſoon partake his Sickneſs. 


Fara. 
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Vara. Thus to the angry Gods offending Mortals, 
Made ſenſible by ſome ſevere Affliction, 
How all their Crimes are regiſter d in Heav'n, 

In that nice Court how no raſh Word eſcapes, 

But ev'n extravagant Thoughts are all ſet down; 
Thus the poor Penitents with Fear .pproach 

The rev'rend Shrines, and thus for Mercy bow: [ Keel. 
Thus melting too, they waſh the hallow'd Earth, 

And groan to be forgiven 
Oh, Empreſs! Oh, Eadv/ia! ſuch you're now. 

_ Theſe are your Titles, and I muſt not dare 

Ever to call you Atbenais more. 

Athen. Riſe, riſe, my Lord; let me intreat you, riſe : 
I will not hear you in that humble Poſture : 

Riſe, or I muſt withdraw — 'The World will bluſh 
For you and me, ſhould it behold a Prince 
Sprung from immortal Cyrus, on his Knees 

Before the Daughter of a poor Philoſopher. 

Vara. Tis juſt, you righteous Gods! my Doom is juſt ; 

Nor will J ſtrive to deprecate her Anger. 

If poſſible, III aggravate my Crimes, 

That ſhe may rage till ſne has broke my Heart: 
For all F now defire, and let the Gods, 

Thoſe cruel Gods that join to my Undoing, 

Be Witneſſes to this unnat'ral Wiſh ! 

Is to fall dead without a Wound before her. 

then.” O ye known Sounds! But I muſt ſteel my Soul. 
Methinks theſe Robes, my Delia, are too heavy. 

Vara. Not worth a Word, a Look, nor one Regard ! 
Is then the Nature of my Fault ſo heinous, 

That when I come to take my eternal Leave, 
You'lFnot vouchſafe to view me? This is Scorn, 
Which the fair Soul of gentle Aibenais 

Would ne'er have harbour'd 
Oh, for the Sake of him, whom you ere long 
Shall hold as faſt as now your Wiſhes form him, 
Give me a patient Hearing; for however 

I talk of Death, and ſeem to loath my Life, 

I would delib'rate with my Fate awhile, 

With ſnatching Glances eye thee to the laſt ; 


Pauſe 
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Pauſe o'er a Loſs like that of Athenais, 
And parly with my Ruin. 

Athen. Speak, my Lord: 

To hear you is the Emperor's Command ; 
And for that Cauſe I readily obey. 

Vara. The Emperor, the Emperor's Command! 

And for that Cauſe ſhe readily obeys ! 

I thank you, Madam, that on any Terms 

You condeſcend to hear me — — | 
Know then, Eudofia : Ah, rather let me call thee 
By the lov'd Name of 4thenais. ſtill ; | 
That Name that I ſo often have invok'd, 

And which was once auſpicious to my Vows : 

So oft at Midnight ſigh'd amongſt the Groves, 
The Rivers Murmur, and the Echo's Burden ; 
Which every Bird could ſing, and Wind did bear! 
By that dear Name, I make this Proteſtation, 

By all that's good on Earth, or bleſt in Heav'n, 
I ſwear I love thee more, far more, than ever. 
With conſcious Bluſhes too, here, help me, Gods ; 
Help me to tell her, tho'-to my Confuſion, 

And everlaſting Shame ; yet I muſt tell her, 

I lay the Perfan Crown before her Feet. 

Athen. My Lord, I thank you, and texpreſs thoſe 
As nobly as you offer 'em, I return [Thanks 
The Gift you make; nor will I now upbraid you 
With the Example of the Emperor : 

Not but I know 'tis that that draws you on, 
Thus to deſcend beneath your Majeſty, 

And ſwell the Daughter of a poor Philoſopher 
With Hopes of being great. | 

Vara. Ah, Madam! ah! you wrong me; by the Gods, 
I had repented, ere I knew the Emp'rox — 

Athen. You find, perhaps too late, that Athenais, 
However ſlighted for her Birth and Fortune, 

Has ſomething in her Perſon, and her Virtue, 
Worth the Regard of Emperors themſelves ; 
And, to return the Compliment you gave 

My Father, Leontine, that poor Philoſopher, 
Whoſe utmoſt Glory is t'have been your Tutor; 
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I here proteſt, by Virtue, and by Glory, 
I ſwear by Heav'n, and all the Pow'rs Divine, 


Th' abandon'd Daughter of that poor old Man 
Shall ne'er be ſeated on the Throne of Cyrus. 


Vara. O Death to all my Hopes! What haſt thou ſworn ? 


To turn me wild? Ah, curſed Throne of Cyrus / 
Would thou hadſt been o'erturn'd, and laid in Duſt, 
His Crown too Thunder-ſtruck ; my Father, all 
The Perfian Race, like poor Darius, ruin d, 
Blotted, and ſwept for ever from the World, 
When firſt Ambition blaſted thy Remembrance — 
Athen. O Heav'n! I had forgot the baſe Aﬀront 
Offer'd by this proud Man; a Wrong ſo great, 
It is remov'd beyond all Hope of Mercy: 
He had defign'd to bribe my Father's Virtue, 
And by unlawful Means 
Fly from my Sight, left I become a Fury, 
And break thoſe Rules of Temp'rance I propos'd ; 
Fly, fly, Yaranes ! fly this ſacred Place 
Where Virtue and Religion are profeſs'd : 
This City will not harbour Infidels, © 
Traitors to Chaſtity, licentious Princes. 
Be gone, I ſay, thou canſt not here be ſafe; 
Fly to Imperial Libertines abroad : | 
In Foreign Courts thou'lt find a thouſand Beauties 
That will comply for Gold; for Gold they'll weep, 
For Gold be fond, as Athenais was, 
And charm thee till as if they lov'd indeed, 
Thou'lt find enough Companions too for Riot: 
Luxuriant all, and Royal as thyſelf, | 
Tho' thy loud Vices ſhould reſound to Heav'n —— 
Art thou not gone yet? 
Vara. No, Fm charm'd to hear you: 
O from my Soul I do confeſs myſelf 
The very Blot of Honour ; I'm more black, 
Than thou, in all thy Heat of juſt Revenge, 
With all thy glorious Eloquence, canſt make me, 
Athen. Away, Varanes ! 
Vara. Yes, Madam, I am goin 
Nay, by the Gods, I do not aſk thee Pardon : 


Nor, 
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Nor, while I live, will I implore thy Mercy : 
But, when I'm dead, if, as thou doſt return 
With happy Theodefius from the Temple, 

If, as thou go'ſt in Triumph through the Streets, 
Thou chance to meet the cold Varanes there, 
Born by his Friends to his eternal Home ; 
Stop then, O Athenais ! and behold me: 

Say, as thou hang'ſt about the Emp'ror's Neck, 
Alas! my Lord, this Sight is worth our Pity. | 
If to thoſe pitying Words thou add a Tear, 

Or give one parting Groan — If poſlible, | 
If the good Gods will grant my Soul the Freedom, - 
I'll leave my Shroud, and wake from Death to thank 

thee. 

Athen. He ſhakes my Reſolution from the Bottom : 
My bleeding Heart too ſpeaks in his Behalf, 

And ſays my Virtue has been too ſevere. 

Vara. Farewel ! O Empreſs: No Athenais now: 
I will not call thee by that tender Name, 

Since cold Deſpair begins to freeze my Boſom, 
And all my Pow'rs are now reſolv'd on Death. 
'Tis ſaid that from my Youth I have been raſh, 
Chol'ric, and hot; but let the Gods now judge 
By my laſt Wiſh, if ever patient Man 

Did calmly bear ſo great a Loſs as mine: 

Since tis ſo doom'd by Fate, you muſt be wedded ; 
For your own Peace, when I am laid in Earth, 
Forget that e'er Varanes had a . 

Turn all your Soul to Theodsius' Boſom. 

Continue, Gods, their Days, and make 'em long ! 
Lucina wait upon their fruitful Hymen ! 

And many Children, beauteous as the Mother, 
And pious as the Father, make 'em ſmile ! 

Athen. O Heav'ns! 

Vara. Farewel -—— I'll trouble you no more: 
The Malady, that lodg'd within, grows ſtronger : 

I feel the Shock of my approaching Fate : 

My Heart too trembles at his diſtant March ; 

Nor can I utter more, if you ſhou'd aſk me. 

Thy Arm, Aranthes ! O farewel for ever —— 1 
6 ben. 
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. Varanes, ſtay ; and, ere you go for ever, 
Let me unfold my Heart. 
Vara. O Athenais! _ 
What further Cruelty haſt thou in ſtore 
To add to what I ſuffer ? 
Athen. Since tis doom'd, 
That we muſt part, let's part as Lovers ſhould, 
As thoſe that have lov'd 35] and loved well. 
Vara. Art thou ſo good? O Athenais, oh ! 
Athen. Furſt, from my Soul I pity and forgive you ; 
I pardon you that haſty little Error, 
Which yet has been the Cauſe of both our Ruins: 
And let this Sorrow witneſs for my Heart, 
How eagerly I wiſh it had not been; 
And, ſince I cannot keep it, take it all: 
Take all the Love, O Prince, I ever bore you: 
Or, if 'tis poſhble, I'll give you more; 
Your noble Carriage forces this Confeſſion: 
I rage, I burn, I "bleed, I die for Love ; 
I am diftrafted with this World of Paſſion. 
Vara. Gods”! cruel Gods] take notice I forgive you. 
Athen. Alas! my Lord, my weaker tender Sex 
Has not your manly Patience, cannot curb 
This Fury in; therefore I let it looſe : 
Spight of my Tigid Duty, I will ſpeak 
With all the Dearneſs of a dying Lover, 
Farewel moſt lovely, and moit lov'd of Men |! 
Why comes this dying Paleneſs o'er thy Face? 
Why wander thus thy Eyes? Why dot thou bend, 
As if the fatal Weight of Death were on thee ? 
Vara. Speak yet a little more: For, by the Gods! 
And as I prize thoſe bleſſed happy Moments, 
I ſwear, O Athenais! all is well; 
O never better. 
Athen, I doubt thee, dear Varanes; 
Yet, if thou dy'ſt, I ſhall not long be from thee. 
Once more farewel, and take theſe laſt Embraces. 
Oh! I could cruſh him to my Heart! Farewel : 
And as a dying Pledge of my laſt Love, 
Take this, which all thy Pray'rs could never charm. 
What have I done? oh lead me, lead me, Delia. 8 
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Ah, Prince farewell Angels protect and guard thee ! 
Vara. Turn back, O Athenais ! and behold me; 
Hear my laft Words, and then farewel for ever, 
Thou haſt undone me more by this Confeſſion: : 
You ſay, you ſwear, you love me more than ever; 
Yet I muſt ſee you marry'd to another : 
Can there be any Plague, or Hell, like this ? 
O Athenais! Whither ſhall I turn me? 
You've brought me back to Life ; but oh, what Life ? 
T'a Life more terrible than thouſand Deaths. 
Like one that had been buried in a Trance, 
With racking Starts, he wakes, and gazes round, 
Forc'd by Deſpair his whirling Limbs to wound, 
And bellow like a Spirit under-ground ; 
Still urg'd by Fate, to turn, to toſs, and rave, 
Tormented, daſh'd, and broken, in the Grave. 


[ Exeunt., 
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Athenais dre/t in Imperial Robes, and crawn'd : A 
Table with a Baw! of Poiſon, 


ArHEN AIS. 


2 Midnight Marriage! Muſt I to the Temple, 
» \ Thus, at the Murd'rer's Hour? Tis won- 


drous ſtrange ! | 
But fo thou fay'it my Father has com- 
>} manded ; 

And that's a mighty Reaſon. 

Delia. The Emp'ror, in Compaſſion to the Princo, 
Who would, perhaps, fly to Extravagance, 

If he in public ſhould reſolve t'eſpouſe you, 

Contriv'd by this cloſe Marriage to deccive him. 

Athen. Go, fetch thy Lute, and ſing thoſe Lines I gave 
So, now I am alone: yet my Soul ſhakes : [thee. 
For where this dreadful Draught may carry me, 

The Heav'ns can only tell; vet I'm iefulr'Q 


To 


ro boslus; vr, 
1 To drink it off in ſpite of Conſequence. 
Whiſper him, O ſome Angel! what I'm doing; 
By Sympathy of Soul let him too tremble, 
To hear my wondrous Faith, my wondrous Love 
Whoſe Spirit, not content with an Ovation 
Of ling'ring Fate, with Triumph thus reſolv'd, 
Thus, in the rapid Chariot of the Soul, 
To mount, and dare as never Woman dar'd. [Drinks. 
Tis done: Haſte, Delia, haſte ! come, bring thy Lute, 
And ſing my Waftage to immortal Joys, 40 
Methinks I can't but ſmile at my own Brav'ry, 
Thus from my loweſt Fortune rais'd to Empire, 
Crown'd, and adorn'd ! worſhip'd by half the Earth, 
While a young Monarch dies for my Embraces ! 
Yet now to wave the Glories of the World ! 
O my Yaranes! tho' my Birth's unequal, 
My Virtue ſure has richly recompens'd, 
And quite outgone Example ! | 


SONG. 
I. 
Ab cruel blooay Fate, 
What canſi thou now do more? 
Alas! *tis all too late, 
Philander to reftore : 
Why ſhould the Heaw'nly Poau'rs perſuades 
Poor Mortal to believe, 
Hnd reward us there, 
Vet all our Jays deceive ? 
IL. 
Her Poniard then ſhe took, 
And held it in her Hand ; 
And, with a dying Look, 
CGry'd, Thus I Fate command: 
Philander ! A / my Lowe, I come, 
To meet thy Shade belcaw ; 
Ah! I come, fhe cry'd, 
With a Wound fo widt, 


There needs no ſecond Blox. 
7 III. [ 
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III. 


In purple Waves her Blood 
Ran ftreaming down the Floor; 
Unmov'd ſhe faxv the Flood, 
And bleſt her dying Hour: 
Philander ! Ab, Philander ! fil 
The bleeding Phyllis cry: 
She wept awhile, 
And forc'd a Smile; 
Then clos'd her Eyes, and dy'd. 


Enter Pulcheria. 


Pulcb. How fares my dear Eudoſa? Ha! thou look ih 
Or elfe the Tapers cheat my Sight, like one 
That's fitter for thy Tomb, than Cæſar's Bed: 
A fatal Sorrow dims thy ſhaded Eyes, 
And, in deſpight of all thy Ornaments, 
Thou ſeem'ſt to me the Ghoſt of 4thenais. 
Athen. And what's the Puniſhment, my dear Puleberia, 
What Torments are allotted thoſe ſad Spirits, 
Who, groaning with the Burden of Deſpair, 
No longer will endure the Cares of Life ; 
But boldly ſet themſelves at Liberty, 
Thro' the dark Caves of Death to wander on, 
Like wilder'd Travellers without a Guide, 
Eternal Rovers in the gloomy Maze, 
Where ſcarce the Twilight of an Infant Moon, 
By a faint Glimmer chequ'ring thro” the Trees, 
Reflects to diſmal View the walking Ghoſts ; 
And never hope to reach the bleſſed Fields? 
Pulch. No more o'that : Atticus ſhall reſolve thee. 
But ſee, he waits thee from the Emperor : 
Thy Father too attends. 


Enter Leontine, Atticus, &c. 


Leont. Come, Athenais! Ha! what now in Tears! 
O Fall of Honour! But no more; I charge thee, 
| D 2 
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I charge thee, as thou ever hop'ſt my Bleſſing, 

Or fear'ſt my Curſe, to baniſh from thy Soul 

All Thoughts, if poſſible, the Memory, 

Of that ungratefal Prince that has undone thee. 
Attend me to the Temple on this Inſtant, 

To make the Emp'ror thine, this Night to wed him, 


And he within his Arms. 
Athen. Yes, Sir, I'll go 
Let me but dry my Eyes, and I will go: 
Euacia, this unhappy Bride, ſhall go: 
Thus, like a Victim, crown'd, . to bleed, 
I'll wait you to the Altar, wed the Emp'ror, 
And, if he pleaſes, lie within his Arms. 
Leont. Thou art my Child again. 
. Athen. But do not, Sir, imagine, any Charms 
Or Threat'nings ſhall compel me 
Never to think of poor Varanes more: 
No, my Yaranes! No 
While I have Breath, I will remember thee : 
To thee alone 1 will my Thoughts confine, 
And all my Meditations ſhall be thine : 
The Image of thy Woes my Soul ſhall fill; 
Fate, and my End, and thy Remembrance ſtill. 
As in ſome poplar Shade the Nightingale, 
With piercing Moans, does her loſt Young bewail, 
Which the rough Hind, obſerving as they lay 
Warm in their downy Neſt, had ſtoln away; 
But ſhe in mournful Sounds does ſtill complain, 


Sings all the Night, tho' all her Songs are vain, 
And ſtill renews her miſerable Strain: 
Do, my Yaranes, till my Death comes on, 


Shall ſad Eudefia thy dear Loſs bemoan. 
[Exeunt Athenais, Atticus, Oc. 


SCENE 
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Enter Varanes. 
Vara. Tis Night, dead Night; and weary Nature lies 


So faſt, as if ſne never were to riſe: 

No Breath of Wind now whiſpers thro' the Trees; 
No Noiſe at Land, nor Murmur in the Seas: 

Lean Wolves forget to howl at Night's pale Noon; 
No wakeful Dogs bark at the filent Moon, | 
Nor bay the Ghoits that glide with Horror by,. 

To view the Caverns where their Bodies lie : 

The Ravens perch, and no Preſages give, 

Nor to the Windows of the Dying cleave: 

The Owls forget to cream; no midnight Sound 
Calls drowſy Echo from the hollow Ground: 

In Vaults the walking Fires extinguiſh'd lie; 

The Stars, Heav'ns Centry, wink, and ſeem to die. 
Such univerſal Silence ſpreads below, 

Thro' the vaſt Shades where I am doom'd to go; 
Nor ſhall I need a Violence to wound: 

The Storm is here, that drives me on the Ground: 
Sure Means to make the Soul and Body part! 

A burning Fever, and a broken Heart. 

What, hoa, Aranthes ! 


Enter Aranthes.. 

I ſent thee to th' Apartment of Atherais : 
J ſent thee, did I not? to be admitted. 

Aran. You did, my Lord; but Oh! 
I I fear to give you an Account. 

Vara. Alas! | 
Aranthes,. I am got on th' other Side 
Of this bad World; and now am paſt all Fears. 
O ye avenging Gods! is there a Plague 
Among your hoarded Bolts, and Heaps of Vengeance, 
Beyond the mighty. Loſs of Athenais? 
'Tis Contradiction: Speak. then, ſpeak, Aranthes :: 
For all Misfortunes, if compar'd with that, 
Will. make Yarazes ſmile —— 

D. 3, 


Aran. 
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Aran. My Lord, the Empreſs, 


| Crown'd, and adorn'd with the Imperial Robes, 


At this dead Time of Night, with filent Pomp, 
As they deſign'd from all to keep it ſecret, 
But chiefly ſure from you; I ſay, the Empreſs 


Is now conducted by the General, 


Atticus, and her Father, to the Temple, 
There to eſpouſe the Emp'ror Theodgfius. 
Vara. Say'ſt thou? Is't certain? hah ! 
Aran. Moſt certain, Sir, I ſaw em in Proceſſion. 
Vara. Give me thy Sword. Malicious Fate! O Fortune! 
O giddy Chance! O Turn of Love and Greatneſs! 
Marry'd ! She has kept her Promiſe now indeed; 
And Oh! her pointed Fame, and nice Revenge, 
Have reach'd their End. No, my Aranthes ! no! 
I will not ſtay the lazy Execution 
Of a ſlow Fever: Give me thy Hand, and ſwear 
By all the Love and Duty that thou ow'ſt me, 
T'obſerve the laſt Commands that I ſhall 2 thee: 
Stir not againſt my Purpoſe, as thou fear 
My Anger and Diſdain; nor dare t'oppoſe me 
With troubleſome, unneceſſary, formal Reaſons ; 
For what my Thought has doom'd, my Hand ſhall ſeal. 
I charge thee hold it ſtedfaſt to my Heart, 
Fix'd as the Fate that throws me on the Point. 
Tho' I have liv'd a Perſian, I will fall 
As fair, as fearleſs, and as full reſolv'd, 
As any Greek or Roman of 'em all. 
Aran. What you command is terrible, but ſacred ; 


And to atone for this too cruel Duty, 


* 


My Lord, I'll follow you —— 
Vara. I charge thee, not: 

But, when I'm dead, take the attending Slaves, 
And bear me, with my Blood diſtilling down, 
Strait to the Temple : lay me, O Aranthes ! 
Lay my cold Coarſe at 4thenais' Feet, 
And ſay, Oh why, why do my Eyes run o'er ? 
Say, with my lateſt Gaſp I groan'd for Pardon. 

uſt here, my Friend, hold faft, and fix the Sword: 


feel the Art'ry, where the Life-blood lies ; 1 
t 
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It heaves againſt the Point — Now, O ye Gods, 
I for the greatly Wretched you have room, 
Prepare my Place; for dauntleſs, lo! I come. 
The Force of Love thus makes the mortal Wound, 
And Athenais ſends me to the Ground. [Kills himſelf. 


SCENE III. The outward Part of the 
Temple. 


Enter Pulcheria and Julia at one Door, Marcian ant 


Lucius at another. 


Pulch. Look, Julia, ſee! the penſive Marcian comes; 
"Tis to my Wiſh ; I muſt no longer loſe him, | 
Leſt he ſhould leave the Court indeed : He looks | 
As if ſome mighty Secret work'd within him, | 
And labour'd for a Vent. Inſpire me Woman! 
That what my Soul deſires above the World, 

May ſeem impos'd and forc'd on my Affections —— 

Luc. I ſay ſhe loves you, and ſhe ſtays to hear it | 
From your own Mouth : Now, in the Name of all 
The Gods at once, my Lord, why are you filent? 
Take heed, Sir; mark your Opportunity: 1 
For if the Woman lays it in your Way, [| 
And you o'erlſee it, the is loſt for ever. | 

Marc. Madam, I come to take my eternal Leave: | 
Your Doom has baniſh'd me, and I obey: 

The Court and I ſhake Hands, and now we part, 

Never to ſee each other more; the Court | 

Where I was born, and bred a Gentleman; | 

No more, till your illuſtrious Bounty rais'd me, 

And drew the Earth-born Vapour to the Clouds: 

But, as the Gods ordain'd it, I have loft, 

I know not how, thro' Ignorance, your Grace; 

And now the Exhalation of my Glory 

Is quite conſum'd, and vaniſh'd into Air, | 
Pulch. Proceed, Sir [you, | 


Marc. Yet let thoſe Gods that doom'd me to diſpleaſe 
Thus, 


Be Witneſſes, how much I honour you ! —— 
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Thus, worſhipping, I ſwear by your bright Self, 
J leave this infamous Court with more Content 
Than Fools and Flatt'rers ſeek it. But, Oh Heav'n! 
I cannot go, if till your Hate purſues me: 
Ves, I declare it is impoſſible | 
To go to Baniſhment without your Pardon. 
Puch. You have it, Marcian:; Is there aught beſide, 
That you wonld ſpeak ? for I am free to hear. nf 
Marc. Since I ſhall never ſee you more, what hinders. \ 
But my laſt Words ſhould here proteſt the Truth? 
Know then, Imperial Princeſs, matchleſs Woman! 
Since you firſt caſt your Eyes upon my Meanneſs, 
Ev'n till you rais'd me to my envy'd Height, 
I have in ſecret lov'd you. — 
Pulch. Is this Marcian / 
Marc. You frown; but I am ftill prepar'd for all: 7 
I fay I lov'd you, and I love you ſtill, 
More than my Life, and equal to my Glory. 
Methinks, the warring Spirit that inſpires 
This Frame, the very Genius of old Rome“ 
'That makes me talk without the Fear. of Death,. 
And drives my daring Soul to Acts of Honour, 
Flames in your Eyes: Our Thoughts too are akin, 7 
Ambitious, fierce, and burn alike for Glory: 
Now, by the Gods, I lov'd you in your Fury, 
In all the Thunder that quite riv'd my Hopes; 
L lov'd you moft, ev'n when you did deftroy me. 
Madam, I've ſpoke my Heart, and could ſay more, 
But that I fee it prieves you ; your high Blood 
Frets at the Arrogance, and ſaucy Pride, 
Of this bold Vagabond: May the Gods forgive me! 
Farewel z. a worthier Gen'ral may ſacceed me; 
But none more faithful to the Emp'ror's Intereſt, 
Than him you're pleas'd to call the Traitor Marcian. 
Pulch.” Come back: You've ſubtly play'd your Pax: 
indeed : 
For, firſt, the Emp'ror, whom you lately fſchool'd, _ 
Reſtores you your Commiſſion ; next, commands you, 
As you're a Subject, not to leave the Court: 
Next, but, Oh Heav'n! which Way ſhall I expreſs 


His 
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His cruel Pleaſure ? he that is ſo mild 
In all Things elſe, yet obſtinate in this, 
Spight of my Tears, my Birth, and my Diſdain, 
Commands me, as I dread his high Diſpleaſure, 

O Marcian ! to receive you as my Huſband. 
Marc. Ha, Lucius! What, what does my Fate intend ! 
Luc. Purſue her, Sir; 'tis as I ſaid ; ſhe yields, 

And rages that you follow her no faſter. 

11 Pulch. Is then at laſt my great Authority, 

And my entruſted Pow'r,. declin'd to this ? 

Yet, oh my Fate! what Way can I avoid it! 

He charg'd me ſtrait to wait him to the Temple ; 

And there reſolve, O Marcian ! on this Marriage. 

Now, gen'rous Soldier, as you're truly noble, | 

Oh help me forth, loſt in this Labyrinth ; ; 

Help me to looſe this more than Gordian Knot, 

10 And make me and yourſelf for ever happy. 
Marc. Madam, I'll ſpeak as briefly as I can, 
And as a Soldier ought : the only Way 

To help this Knot, is yet to tie it faſter. 

Since then the Emp'ror has reſolv'd you mine, 

For which I will for ever thank the Gods, 

And make this Holiday throughout my Life, 

, I take him at his Word, and claim his Promiſe : 

The Empire of the World ſhall not redeem you. 

Nay, weep not, Madam : Tho' my Outfide's rough, 

Yet, by thoſe Eyes, your Soldier has a Heart 

Compaſſionate and tender as a Virgin's : 

Ev'n now it bleeds to ſee thoſe falling Sorrows ; 

Perhaps this Grief may move the Emperor 

To a Repentance ! Come then to the Trial ; 

For by my Arms, my Life, and dearer Honour, 

If you go back, when giv'n me by his Hand, 

In diſtant Wars my Fate I will deplore, 
And Marcian's Name ſhall ne'er be heard of more. 
[ Exeunt, 


| 
| 


SCENE 


— 


2 THEO DOS IUs; or, 
Se E N E Iv. The Temple. 


Theodoſius, Athenais, Atticus joining their Hand. 
Marcian, Pulcheria, Lucius, Julia, Delia, &c. Leontine. 


Attic, The more than Gordian Knot is ty'd, 
N lich Death's firong Arm fhall ne er divide; 
For, awhen to Bliſs ye wafted are, 
Your Spirits ſhall be wedded there. 
Waters are loft, and Fires «vill die; 


But Love alone can Fate defy. 


Enter Aranthes <vith the Body of Varanes. 
[ dofen 

Aran. Where is the Empreſs? Where ſhall I find Eu- 
By Fate I'm ſent to tell that cruel Beauty, 
She has robb'd the World of Fame; her Eyes have giv'n 
A Blaſt to the big Bloſſom of the War: 

Behold him there, nipt in his flow'ry Morn, 
Compell'd to break his Promiſe of a Day, 

A Day that Conqueſt would have made her Boaſt ; 
Behold her Laurel wither'd to the Root, 
Canker'd, and kill'd, by Atbenais Scorn. 

Athen. Dead, dead Varanes ! 
Theo. O y'eternal Pow'rs, 
That guide the World ! Why do you ſhock our Reaſon 

With Acts like theſe, that lay our Thoughts in Duft ? 

Forgive me, Heav'n, this Start ; or elevate 
Imagination more, and make it nothing. 

Alas! alas, Yaranes ! but ſpeak, Aranthes, 

The Manner of his Fate: Groans choak my Words ; 
v * ſpeak, and we will anſwer thee with Tears. 

Aran. His Fever would, no doubt, by this have done 
What, ſome few Minutes paſt, his Sword perform'd: 
He heard from me your Progreſs to the Temple, 
How you deſign'd at Midnight to deceive him 
By a clandeſtine Marriage: But, my Lord, 

Had you beheld his Racks at my Relation ; 
Or, had your Empreſs ſeen him in thoſe . L 
nen 


I 


( 


I 


( 
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When from his dying Eyes, ſwoln to the Brim, 

The big round Drops roll'd down his manly Face; 

When from his hollow'd Breaſt a murm'ring Croud 

Of Groans ruſh'd forth, and echo'd, All is well; 

Then had you ſeen him, Oh ye crael Gods! 

Ruſh: on the Sword I held againſt his Breaſt, 

And dye it to the Hilts, with theſe laſt Words 

Bear me to Atben ais 

 Athen, Give me Way, my Lord. 

I have, moſt ſtrictly kept my Promiſe with you: 

I am your Bride, and you can aſk no more; 

Or, if you did, Pm paſt the Pow'r to give: 

But here! Oh here! on his cold bloody Breaſt, 

Thus let me breathe my laſt. [mean? 
Theo. Oh Empreſs, what, what can this Tranſport 


* 


Are theſe our Nuptials ? theſe my promis'd Joys ? 


Athen. Forgive me, Sir, this laſt ReſpeQ I pay 
"Theſe ſad Remains And, O thou mighty Spirit! 
If yet thou art not mingled with the Stars, 

Look down, and hear the wretched Athenazs, 
When thou ſhalt know, before I gave Conſent 
To this indecent Marriage, I had taken 

Into my Veins a cold and deadly Draught, 
Which ſoon would render me, alas ! unfit 


For the warm Joys of an Imperial Lover, 


And make me ever thine, yet keep my Word 
With Theodoſius. Wilt thou not forgive me? 
Theo, Poiſon'd to free thee from the Emperor! 
Oh Athenais! thou haſt done a Deed 
'That tears my Heart: What have I done againſt thee, 
That thou ſhouldſt brand me thus with Infamy, 
And everlaſting Shame : Thou might'ſt have made 
Thy Choice without this cruel Act of Death: 
I left thee to thy Will; and, in Requital, 
Thou'ſt murder'd all my Fame 
Athen. Oh pardon me! 
I lay my dying Body at your Feet, 
And beg, my Lord, with my, laſt Sighs intreat you, 
T'impute the Fault, if tis a Fault, to Love; 
And the Ingratitude of Al ęenais, 


To 
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IJ 0 her too cruel. Stars: Remember too, 
I begg'd you would not let me ſee the Prince, 
Preſaging what has happen'd; yet my Word, 
As to our Nuptials, was inviolable. | 
Theo. Ha!] the is going! ſee her languiſhing Eyes 
Draw-in their Beams; the Sleep of Death is on her. 
Athen. Farewel, my Lord! Alas! alas! Varanes, - 
T*embrace thee now, is not Immodeſty; | 
Or, if it were, I think my bleeding Heart 
Would make me criminal in Death to claſp thee, 
Break all the tender Niceties of Honour 
To fold thee thus, and warm thee into Life: 
For, Oh ! what Man, like him, could Woman move? 
Oh Prince belov'd ! Oh Spirit moſt divine 
Thus, by my Death, I give thee all my Love, 
And ſeal my Soul and Body ever thine- [Dies. 
Theo. Oh Marcian! Oh Pulcheria! did not the Pow'r, 
Whom we adore, plant all his Thunderbolts 
Againſt Self-murd'rers, I would periſh too : 
But, as I am, I ſwear to leave the Empire: 
To thee, my Sifter, I bequeath the World; 
And, yet a Gift more great, the gallant Marcian. 
On then, my Friend! now ſhew thy Roman Spirit: 
As to her Sex fair Athenais was, 
Be thou to thine a Pattern of true Honour. 
Thus we'll atone for all the preſent Crimes, 
That yet it may be ſaid in After-times, 
No Age with ſuch Examples cou'd compare, 
Se great, ſo good, ſo virtuous, and ſo fair 
LEx. Ones. 
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